ings — A New Novel by Mazo de la Roche 
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says the young married woman 


GZ want to KNOW’ 
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eI "LL just ask my friends,”’ says the young 
married woman. ‘‘They’ll tell me."’ The first 
gives advice that is actually frightening. The 
second is equally positive but says something 
different. The third is vague, evasive, and ap- 
parently quite unsure . . . if not really ignorant 
about the subject. And so it goes. No help at 
all from them. Only confusion. Why don’t all 
wives agree on a matter so vital? 
Fear of poisonous antiseptics 


There are still women in this day who use 
caustic and poisonous antiseptics for feminine 
hygiene, and that is where the element of fear 
originates. Older women whisper about the 
dangers. And your doctor knows the dangers. 
If you consult him, he will probably say some- 


thing like this:* Rinse your mouth just once 
with a solution of such a poison and you 
will never again apply it to the most delicate 
membranes of your body.’’ Ask your doctor 
about antiseptics for feminine hygiene. We 
are confident that he will recommend Zonite. 


Zonite is safe, non-poisonous 


In the past there was an excuse for the 
women who used caustic poisons. There were 
no other antiseptics powerful enough. And 
they would accept no standard of personal 
hygiene lower than surgical cleanliness. 

A marvelous change, though, has come into 
the world of women. There is zowan antiseptic- 
germicide that is safe and very powerful. Every 
married woman should know about Zonite. 
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Depend upon this free 
book to give you facts 
that your friends probably 
do not know. Send for it. 


Pacts 





WOMEN 







This new germicide is a revelation. 
Zonite is far more powerful than any dilu- 
tion of carbolic acid that can be applied to 

the human body. As for safety, Zonite is 
actually soothing to tissues. Never before 
these modern days has there been this com- 
bination of strength and safety. Zonite is 
ideal for feminine hygiene. 


9 


Of interest to all women 


A free booklet called ‘Facts for Women”’ coy- 
ers a subject of absorbing interest. Covers it 
thoroughly, in detail. Every married woman 
should read it. Although its words are plain 
they are true and its spirit is not considered 
daring by the modern-minded. In the mean- 
time, you need have no embarrassment in buy- 
ing a bottle of Zonite at any drug store (304, 
6o¢ and $1.00 sizes). It is used for dozens of 
antiseptic purposes. To get booklet you merely 
send coupon. Zonite Products Corporation, 
Ltd., Ste. Therese, P. Q. 





ZONITE PRODUCTS CORPORATION, LTD. 
Ste. Therese, P.Q. cue 
Please send me free copy of booklet or booklets checked below. 


© Facts for Women 
© Use of Aatiseptics ia the Home 
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“The Pontiac 1s going to make thts trip 
a real holiday, Mary.” 


M‘... families are now happily looking forward to motor- 


ing trips which they would never have undertaken even 
a year ago because they have already discovered that the 
new Pontiac has the performance, wheelbase, weight, roominess 


and luxury to assure their entire comfort. 


One reason for Pontiac’s touring comfort is that there are 47 
rubber cushions at strategic points to make everything perfectly 
quiet, deaden road shocks, and absorb all engine vibration. 


As far as this “engine vibration” is concerned, there isn’t much 
to absorb, anyway, for this big new 65-horsepower Pontiac motor 


has just about the softest purr you ever tried to hear. Then just 


as an added assurance that your Pontiac ride will always be 
smooth, you can tighten or loosen your shock absorbers by 


adjusting a button on the instrument board. 


You may think with all these provisions for your comfort that 
Pontiac is out of your reach financially; but not a bit of it. The 
two-door sedan, for example, is listed at $999 at Oshawa, taxes 
extra. And, frankly, it is impossible to get the comfort, smooth- 
ness, power and ease of control that Pontiac offers, at anything 


less than Pontiac prices. Look up your nearest 





Pontiac dealer in the classified section of your 





> 
@ 


telephone directory, and arrange with him to 






treat yourself to a Pontiac ride. 


PONTIAC SIX 
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WHY BOTHER 
ABOUT 
“HUNTING” MOTHWORMS 
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WHEN YOU CAN SO EASILY 


USE THE CLOTH ITSELF 
TO STARVE THOSE WORMS TO DEATH 


—_— MOTHWORM is one of the greatest 
eaters in the whole animal kingdom. He 
eats continuously and he eats wool. He is 
hard to discover and therefore hard to kill by 
any direct means. On the other hand, the 
mothworm is easy to starve. 


But it would do no good to starve the 
mothworm after he had eaten big holes in 
valuable woolen fabrics. That would be no 
better than any other attempts at stopping 
him. There is however a safe and sure way of 
starving this great, small, silent enemy among 
the woolens. We mean starvation before he 
eats a single thread, starvation from the 
word ‘‘go,"” starvation from birth. 


And Larvex is the thing that will do it! 
Larvex will starve every mothworm from the 
moment he is hatched from the egg. He can't 
begin to eat. His powerful biting jaws will not 
close on a single thread of wool. That is real 
mothproofing. That is a method you can 





ONE 


SPRAYING WILL 


depend on. Remember, too, that Larvex moth- 
proofing is simple. You just apply it once and 
your moth worries are over for a whole year. 
With Larvex there is no hunting or chasing in- 
dividual mothworms, as with spraying insecti- 






















Mothworms have a fine time in this house. They eat 
pei spp Ay eae oe 
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Starvation is ——— no mothworm can stand. He is 
fond of his food and his food is wool. Treat the wool 
with Larvex and Mr. Mothworm cannot eat a thread! 





LAST A WHOTLE 


cides. There is no wrapping or packing in bags 
or boxes, with the danger of locking moth- 
worms or eggs in instead of out. There are 
no bad smells as with moth-balls. (Quite 
ridiculous, because mothworms cannot smell!) 


From every standpoint, Larvex is the mod- 
ern way. Larvex is different. It starts from the 
beginning. It works on the cloth and ignores 
the moth altogether. It’s there before the 
mothworm arrives and it’s there to stay. You 
treat the cloth with Larvex. You make it 
absolutely uneatable. Larvex lets the cloth 
itself starve the mothworm to death. 


Larvex is simply sprayed on coats, suits, 
rugs and upholstery. It is odorless, non- 
injurious, non-inflammable. It is very eco- 
nomical, only $1 for 16 ounces. A whole 
year’s mothproofing of a suit costs less than 
a single pressing. Larvex is sold everywhere 
by drug and department stores. The Larvex 
Corporation, Ltd., Ste. Therese, P.Q. 
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R. W. Ma,or, who has 
been illustrating for this 
magazine from the first 
issue, is working now 
on the new serial ‘‘The 
Thunder of New 
Wings.” 











Isabel Turnbull Dingman, who wrote “Equal 
Rights for Husbands,”’ was a newspaper 
woman in Winnipeg and Regina before her 
marriage. She lives in London, Ontario, now, 


Bhi Eduors cn Page 


to ramble about the pleasant ways of this 
’ month of blossoms. Just the thought of the 
poignantly sweet early mornings, and the fragrant 
evenings in lens and meadows, is enough to set us 
all a-dreaming. But there’s so much of pertinent interest 
to gossip about, that I must get down to those uncom- 
fortable brass tacks. Here goes! 
First item on the programme, in eve 
our new serial The Thunder of New Wings by 
de la Roche. I’m hoping for some very interesting 
arguments on this book, for Mazo de la Roche has never 
yet written anything of the type which elicits a bland 
“My, my yes. That was a pretty story’’-—plus complete 
forgetfulness from general readers. er novels are of 
the type that arouse vivid interest: different points of 
view—and therefore healthful thought. Don’t forget to 
share your opinions with Chatelaine, will you? 
Like young Lochinvar, Isabel Turnbull Dingman, of 
mdon, Ontario, who is responsible for ‘“‘Equal Rights 
for Husbands,” came out of the West. She was born on 
the prairies and is a graduate of Manitoba University. 
Thousands of Westerners knew her through the advice 
column she conducted under a pen-name on a Western 
a= experience which gave her first-hand know- 
sige into the human heart and mind. Mrs. Dingman 
did various kinds of newspaper work, and then married a 
newspaper man as Paes ago. She is still glad she did 
it, and is very proud of her beautiful young daughter. 
In between domestic duties she does a considerable 
amount of freelance writing. Many of you will remember 
her recent article in Chatelaine, ‘Can She Stand Alone?” 
dealing with the problems of the modern girl. Now she 
takes up cudgels for husbands who are too kindly to 
take them up for themselves, and awaits your verdict 
on her ideas. 


Another Western writer gives you the amusing satire 
on a fat girl who tries to get thin—for W. David Belbeck, 
author of “Fat Girl,” lives in Swift Current, Sas- 
katchewan, and this is his first appearance in Chatelaine. 


“Trial by Thunder,” a love story that has a new 
poate te %. was written by Melanie Benet, of Montreal. 
Mrs. t has four very young daughters, but still 
finds time to do a good deal of writing. Like Mazo de 
la Roche, she likes to sit in the garden and write on a pad 
— on her knee: under similar circumstances I go to 

eep! 

Constance Templeton who interviewed Miss van Asch 
van Wyck, world’s president of the Y. W.C. A., lives 
in Toronto; while Mrs. Luta Munday, who gives you an 
absorbing story of her northern dogs, lives in Saskatoon. 
Mrs. Munday is the wife of an R. C. M. P., and she has 
had some thrilling experiences up North. We are 


We: June on the masthead, I want very badly 


way, ladies, is 


planning many articles along this line, from Canadian 
women, particularly since our recent article ‘‘House- 





keeping Below Zero” proved one of the most popular 
that we have ever run. 


Eva L. Bruce is a brand new writer, who is, I believe, 
in the jargon of the printing world, ‘‘a comer.’’ Her 
first published short story is ‘“‘Pyjamas,”’ in this issue; 
and you'll find a real sense of humor and an understand- 
ing of oe ple in this amusing little tale. I should 

rticularly like to know your reaction to it. Mrs. Bruce 
ives in Evansburgh, Alberta, and has a son who will 
be ready for Normal in a year or so. 


Month by month Chatelaine brings you the varied 
work of Canadian artists on our covers, for we believe 
in giving readers examples of every type of work. This 
month, the demure bride was painted for us by a popular 
Chatelaine artist—Jack Keay, of Toronto. 


B* THE WAY, you must watch out for ““The General 
Manager,”’ the prize-winning story in the recent 
nation-wide contest conducted by the Women’s Canadian 
Club of Toronto. Within ten minutes of the announce- 
ment of the prize-winner to a large audience, a wire was 
flashing across the continent to Holden, Alberta, con- 
guaming Mrs. R. E. Breach on winning the first prize 
or her story, and asking for the first chance to read it, 
and, if it was of the type and quality Chatelaine likes, of 
buying it. 

Next month brings you the story—a vividly drawn 
picture of a mother who is faced with her daughter's 
risk of lifelong misery—and who, on top of the daily 
details that make her in very truth the general manager 
of the home, must face one of the most difficult situations 
any mother has to meet. I know you'll enjoy it—in the 
July issue. 

And, speaking of mothers and daughters, you'll find 
many of your ey mirrored in a coming article 
“Shall I Live With My Married Daughter?” written 
from the actual experiences of a woman whose children 
begged her to make her home with them. It’s a problem 
every woman has faced—or may face, and there’s the 
inspiration born of real experience in this July article. 


Meanwhile, friends, here’s hoping you're enjoying the 
June issue; it represents a lot of high hopes and ambitions 
on the part of editors, writers and artists. 


Pyne Hp Sond 
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The name of Jack 
Keay, another young 
Canadian artist is @ 
familiar one to Chate- 
laine readers. This 
month, the cover design 
was painted by him. 
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Swift’s Premium Ovenized Ham is 
better even in the part that costs 
least, as you'll find next time you 
boil a shank end with vegetables. 
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no matter 










Better 
in 4 ways 


FINER FLAVOR from end to 
end; richer, fuller flavor yet 
mild and mellow. 

MORE TENDER. You will 
notice it in the shank and butt 
ends as well as in the center 
slices. 

DELICATELY PINK. Even 
the color is a point of distinc- 
tion in Ovenized ham. 
FIRMER, it saves you loss in 
cooking, is more economical 
because it’s Ovenized. 
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ROM end to end—new goodness! 
New tenderness, flavor, firmness. 
Because now Swift's Premium Ham is 
Ovenized! 

Buy a whole ham or any part of one. 
Cook it your favorite way. The results 
of Ovenizing are noticeable in every 
single bite. Even in the least expensive 
portions, you will find this famous 
ham wonderfully improved. 

And improved over and above the 
qualities that have already madeSwift’s 
Premium the largest selling ham in all 
the world. 

Its remarkable uniformity —result of 
rigid scientific control from start to 
finish—is maintained as strictly as 
ever. The unique mild Premium cure, 
which has made it so unnecessary to 
parboil a Premium Ham, remains iden- 
tically the same. 


The change is in the smoking 


Premium Ham, moreover, is still 
smoked long and thoroughly over hard- 
wood fires. But it is smoked in ovens. 






It is Ovenized. And what a difference 
that Ovenizing does make! 

In four ways, Premium is even better 
than before. Its flavor is finer, from 
end to end. It is as mild as ever, with 
its woodsy tang wonderfully devel- 
oped—rich and distinctive. 

Ovenizing has made Premium more 
tender—not only in the center slices 
but in the shank and butt ends as well. 

Notice the color, too. How appe- 
tizing it is... . warm brown outside, 
delicately pink within. And, lastly, 
Ovenized ham is firmer, which means 
it’s more economical because it saves 
you loss in cooking. 

So you have four good reasons for 
making sure that you get Swift's 
Premium — the ham that’s Ovenized. 
Ask your dealer for it the very next 
time you buy ham. 
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HEAR ‘‘THE STEBBINS BOYS” 
Every night except Saturday and Sunday on N.B.C. 
Networks. See papers for station and time. 


Won't you please be sure it’s Swift's 
Premium you get? We've promised you 
a better Premium, and we don’t want you 
to be disappointed. Identification is easy, 
for the name Swift, in tiny brown dots, 
is repeated down the length of this ham. 
You should find it even on a single slice. 
Swift Canadian Co., Limited 
Purveyors of Fine Foods 
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Mazo de la Roche, the author of Chatelaine’s new serial, 
“The Thunder of New Wings,” is acclaimed everywhere as 
one of the most brilliant women novelists of the day, 


L. ISN’T often that the personal stories of famous 
writers are half as romantic as the novels they write; but 
to hear about Mazo de la Roche is to listen to a glamorous 
fairy tale of genius—the kind of genius that has “‘an infinite 
capacity for taking pains.” 

For here is a story of a traditional lady of the pen, left 
without family or fortune, but with a fine old heritage of 
Canadian courage behind her, and an unquenchable desire 
to write. It is the tale of a young woman who after years 
of dogged struggle, suddenly woke one bright morning to 
find fame and fortune sitting comfortably on her doorstep. 

Miss de la Roche, one of the most noted women writers 
of the day, hailed on three continents as a master craftsman 
in literature, winner of the Atlantic Monthly prize of ten 
thousand doilars and author of half a dozen much dis- 
cussed novels, is a Canadian of Canadians. On her mother’s 
side of the family are six generations of United Empire 
Loyalists, and while her father was a native-born Canadian, 
his people were descendants of an old French Royalist 
family. Mazo, herself, was born in Toronto. 

When she was still a young girl, her parents died within a 
year or so of each other, and Mazo de la Roche, an only 
child, was left alone. She had already published the first 
story she ever wrote—inspired by her father’s vivid descrip- 
tion of a holiday trip to Quebec. She wrote her story in 
secret, and mailed it to Munsey’s magazine. Within a 
month a cheque came back for fifty dollars; proving that 
such things do happen. 

Unknown, and in very difficult financial circumstances, 
the young writer began to work doggedly. Writing has 


never been easy for her. Years later, when acclaimed by 
the literary world, she was tendered a magnificent banquet 
on her winning the Allantic Monthly prize of ten thousand 
dollars, and said that “Writing a novel gives one the 
sensation of a mole starting to burrow his way through a 
mountain.” 

Today, Miss de la Roche still writes in longhand. She 
likes, best of alb, to sit out-of-doors with a pad of paper on 
her knee and write for hours, revising constantly. Her 
prose, born of such ardent labor, has an exquisite quality, 
for all its power. One noted English critic said of her novels 
that she “‘wrote with the terrific absorption of a child.” 

Through all the years Miss de la Roche has written her 
stories laboriously in longhand—Miss Carolyn Clement has 
typed them for her. Twelve years ago these two adopted 
each other as sisters, and they have lived together ever 
since, through the bitter days of disappointment and the 
brilliant years of success. 

In 1922, her first book was published—Explorers of the 
Dawn. This is a delightful collection of chronicles of child 
life, which appeared originally in the Atlantic Monthly and 
other magazines. Few people know that one of them was 
dramatized under the title “‘Buried Treasure,”’ and produced 
in New York. 

The years that followed show a steady production of 
notable novels entailing an amount of persevering work 
which only those who have tried to write a book can appre- 
ciate. In 1924, Miss de la Roche’s first novel, Delight, was 
published. This is the romance of a waitress in an old-time 
Ontario hotel, and showed some powerful character por- 


Chatelaine, June, 1932 


DE LA ROCHE 


~ 


famous Canadian novelist, 


author of our new serial 


. The Th u ndes 
it Mew Wing” 


trayals that began to arouse public interest in the young 
writer. During the next two years she won five literary 
prizes, including one offered by the I. O. D. E. for her play 
Low Life, which has been produced a number of times in 
Canada. 

Thus, when sensational success came in 1927 with the 
winning of the Atlantic Monthly prize, it was only the 
result of many years of work. Jalna, the winning manu- 
script, was selected from 1,200 manuscripts from the best 
writers throughout the world. It was acclaimed everywhere 
as one of the most notable incidents in the history of 
Canadian literature, and told the story of a strangely 
assorted family living in an old house on the shores of Lake 
Ontario. Since the publication of Jalna, two sequels have 
been written, Whiteoaks, and Finch’s Fortune, which have 
won admiration from everywhere. The fourth novel, telling 
of the adventures of this family, is now half written, and 
will be published, it is expected, in 1933. In August of this 
year, another new novel, which, like The Thunder of Neu 
Wings published in Chatelaine, has left the Jalna family 
altogether, and its plot is laid in New England and in 
Italy. This novel will be Lark Ascending. Portrait of a Dog 
was another delightful work published in 1930. 

Miss de la Roche has always loved the country, and her 
favorite hobby for spare hours is walking. Her winters in 
Canada were spent in a studio flat in Toronto, and her 
summers in a little cottage about twenty miles outside the 
city, or as the Allantic Monthly naively put it, “in the 
Ontario forest.’”” Some years ago, as she had always loved 
Devon, she moved there with her adopted sister, Carolyn 
Clement, and lives now in a quaint, old gabled house set 
in a beautiful garden where she writes for hours. Since 
going to England she’ has adopted the orphaned children 
of some friends—Michael and Patsy, two happy iittle 
youngsters who bring love and laughter into the busy days. 
Miss de la Roche and her adopted family are planning a 
trip to Canada this year—they often come home to 
re-establish old friendships and are seriously thinking of 
coming home to live. For much as Mazo de la Roche 
loves the quiet of her old-world Devon home, she finds 
herself homesick for her own land and her own people. 

The Thunder of New Wings, beginning in this issue, is 
the dramatic story of two English girls and their Canadian 
cousin, who leave England to come and live on a Nova 
Scotia farm. There will be nation-wide interest in the 
novel—and many discussions about it. For Mazo de la 
Roche never writes a novel that does not arouse some 
controversy. Publication of this story with its thrilling 
title is one of the big magazine events of the year.—-The 


Editor. 
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“What's the matter with this family, anyway?” he exclaimed as we fell into step, “We've always been 
like a lot of wolfhounds on leashes, ready to fly at each other's throats. 


The Thunder of Mow Wun 


Sister, I hear the thunder of new 
wings. 

Panthea: Their shadows make the space 
within my plumes more black 
than night. —Prometheus. 


Tone: 


through a small, stained-glass window between 

— the fireplace and the shelves of brown leather volumes 
that lined the south wall of the library. The serene amber 
light seemed to set them apart, secure in their new power. 
Clara sat rigid, upright, in a straight-backed chair, one 
white nervous hand sharply tapping the carved arm. It 
had been her only movement since Mr. Willing, the lawyer, 
had mildly gathered up his papers and withdrawn—except, 
perhaps, a quick flash of her yellow brown eyes toward 
Ayrton. Her eyes were fixed now, in a look of cold triumph 
on her two stepdaughters separated from her by the dark, 
polished expanse of the library table. 

The boy lounged beside her in the awkward grace of long 
legs and arms to which he had not yet grown accustomed, 
and which he regarded now and again with a deprecating 
surprise. His new black, suit emphasized the childlike 
fairness of his skin and the red gold of his hair, so like 
Clara’s. He stared sulkily at his knee that he clasped in 


(2 eiros and Ayrton sat together in the light that fell 
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A sensational new novel of English and Canadian life 


both hands, longing probably to be away with his new 
dignity—-he was Sir Ayrton Lashbrook now—yet, accus- 
tomed as he was to his mother’s domination, he sat motion- 
less, waiting to be set free from this atmosphere of constraint. 
Though, heaven knew, he was accustomed to an air charged 
with constraint, ready at any moment to flame into hostility. 

Vicky and Theo sat together on the worn sofa, Vicky 
closely holding Theo’s hand, and, as she and Clara fronted 
each other, they seemed to be like two small, fiery hens, 
eye to eye, ready to strike with sharp beaks in the interest 
of their chicks. 

Yet there was nothing to quarrel about. Uncle Richard 
was in his grave. Cobbold House and its farms and rioors 
belonged to Ayrton, and Clara was above all things Ayrton’s 
mother. 

The sisters had borne, with outward composure at least, 
the announcement in Mr. Willing’s thin, carefully modulated 
voice, that no provision had been made for them in their 
father’s will beyond a clause to the effect that they were to 


be allowed to make their home at Cobbold 
House so long as they remained single. 
Magnificent as had been Uncle Dick’s 
ideas as to the expenditure necessary to 
keep men and horses in good fettle, he was 
quite capable of thinking that a roof, 
supported by the little legacy they had from their mother, 
would be luxury for his daughters. 

I suppose the truth was that he had expected to live to 
the hardy old age for which the Lashbrooks had been famous 

-and famous for little else—and had been reasonably sure 
that Vicky and Theo would before many years marry, 
with all the more discrimination, perhaps, for not having 
been in too great a hurry. It seemed hard to think of him as 
quiet in his grave in the little wind-swept Cornish graveyard; 
he who had been so noisy, so domineering, so boisterously 
alive but a few days ago. Driving down the steep road 
into the village he had turned his car recklessly aside to 
avoid running over a dog. The car had skidded, rolled 
over and over into the ditch, crushing him fatally. 

Vicky spoke in a firm polite voice. ‘I hope it will not 
inconvenience you too greatly if we stay here a week while 
we get our affairs in order.” 

“You heard the will read,” replied Clara, with a passionate 
gesture of her white hand toward the chair where Mr. Willing 








A Chipso washday 
beats the old way 
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a REAL SURPRISE. 
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for SIX YEARS, 
I never THOUGHT 
there was any room 
for IMPROVEMENT 
in ANY way. 
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BUT when you GET 
DOUBLE the SUDS 
in BARELY WARM 
water 
and see DIRT 
just BUBBLE OUT, 
you know 
SOMETHING'S 
HAPPENED. 
* * * 


DO TRY Chipso NOW. 
It WASHES as fast 

as STRONG POWDERS 
But it’s safe as RAIN 

for the SHEEREST SILKS. 
You can havea 
PLEASANT surprise, too. 
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But his daily 
washes are a 
snap with Chipso 


He’s my DARLING, 
but he’s always 
SPILLING MILK 
down HIS little FRONT! 
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But I’ve found these 
WONDERFUL Chipso suds 
get Bunny’s CLOTHES 
SNOW-CLEAN. 
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Have you tried CHIPSO? 
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EVERY TIME Tom’s 
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They can’t FIGURE OUT 
how my house is so NEAT, 
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I’ve changed to 
the new CHIPSO. 


* * * 


ow 


Those CREAMY suds! 
WHY, I’m washing even 
my TROUSSEAU undies 
in CHIPSO—and 
They’ve stayed lovely 
* * * | 
Watch YOUR hands 
SMOOTH UP when you 
WASH DISHES with 
new CHIPSO flakes. 
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“We're old enough to be sensible,’ I said, ‘‘ You twenty-six and eight and I in between—and young 
enough to feel the thrill of adventure. We'll do something quite different.’’ 


eyes, her pencilled brows, her mass of bronze brown curls! 
How little they had changed! 

It was I who had changed. Now I felt infinitely older 
than they. I saw them in the fastness of their love for each 
other as graceful, illumined figures. I longed with an almost 
physical pain to protect them, to make the leaving of 
Cobbold House less agonizing. 

Rather more than a year after my coming my uncle 
married Clara, and inside of twelve months Ayrton was 
born. 

From the first Clara and Vicky had distrusted each other. 
Aunt Effie, who had kept house for Uncle Richard after the 
death of his first wife, had lost no opportunity—foolish 
woman that she was—to add fuel to the flame of that 
hostility. She resented bitterly the red-haired, self-possessed 
young woman who had stepped into her sister’s place. She 
had always disliked her brother-in-law, though it was 
country gossip that she would have married him after her 
sister’s death if he had given her the opportunity, if only to 
keep another woman from becoming mistress of that house. 

My uncle, Richard Lashbrook, had come into his title and 
the home of his ancestors at the age of twenty-five. He had 
not been long out of college, and he had never been outside 
of England. He was an only child and his parents had been 
uncommonly strict with him. He had a passionate, careless 
selfish nature. He longed for travel, life. He hated the 
thought of settling down to manage his small, unfertile, 
secluded estate. His father was not cold in his grave before 
he had sailed for South America, which had always held a 





fascination for him. I have heard him tell how he pictured 
himself bringing home as his bride some pale, black-haired 
senorita with eyes and mouth that should sweeten the black- 
ness of his Cornish home. Yet the only woman he found to 
love there was married to a wealthy merchant who, when 
he came upon them, caught in an embrace, in an oleander 
walk, made my uncle thankful to escape with his life. This he 
told me, but my cousins knew nothing of it. 

From South America he had gone to the West Indies. 
There he had fallen ill of fever and was in the subdued temper 
of the convalescent when in New York, on his way back to 
England, he encountered an old school friend, George Elliot, 
a native of Quebec, who had been sent to England. for his 
education. He was now junior member of an established 
law firm. 

He was delighted to meet Uncle Richard and persuaded 
him with very little difficulty that Quebec air would soon 
set him on his feet again. 

In the Elliots’ high-ceilinged French house, with its 
little iron balconies and white shuttered windows Uncle 
Richard was very happy. And being so happy and feeling 
so well in the bright Quebec sunshine he soon fell in love 
with his friend's younger sister, Mildred Elliot. And since 
she also loved him and there was nothing to stand in their 
way, they were soon married. 

A year after the marriage of his sister, George Elliot also 
married. His bride was the daughter of an Irish civil engineer 
who some year earlier had brought his wife and child to 
Canada where there were better opportunities in his profes- 
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sion than at home. These, then, were my 
parents. My mother was a Catholic and I was 
brought up in her faith, though she had never 
lived to do more than smile on me and whisper 
that she prayed I would live to be as happy as 
she had been. 

About four years later Aunt Mildred also 
died, and Uncle Richard, overcome at the 
prospect of a winter alone with Aunt Effie 
and his little daughters, made up his mind to 
visit Quebec once more. I believe he feared, 
too, that if he remained in the house with her, 
Aunt Effie would come to desire him and, 
since she was both stupid and determined, he 
knew there would be no escape. 

So he went to his friend George Elliot once 
more, and they two, being now both widowers, 
lived together in the old French house. 

After my mother’s death my father neglected 
his practice and habitually drank too much. 
From things Uncle Dick let fall I believe there 
were wild times in that close-shuttered house. I 
remember his telling how they would gallop 
their horses up Citadel Hill at four in the 
morning, singing at the top of their lungs after a 
night of it. 

They lived together for four years, then one 
day my father fell ill after a chill and in less 
than a week he was laid beside my mother. 

Uncle Dick returned to England taking me 
with him, and from the day we first danced 
together on the sands, Vicky, Theo and I were 
never separated. 

Now that the time had come when we must 
leave Cobbold House we clung together almost 
fiercely in our loneliness. Whatever happened 
we should never separate. 


MB: PALMER, the widow of an army 
officer, and htr daughter Enid were our 
nearest neighbors. Mrs. Palmer had one of 
those unreally beautiful complexions that give 
the impression of an unchangeable mask. Her 
face was large and extraordinarily calm, so 
that her sudden peals of noisy laughter always 
came as a shock. Her greying hair was elabor- 
ately waved, and she wore long earrings that 
jingled in her outbursts of laughter and struck 
against her white neck. 

Although Enid was two years older than 
Ayrton, her mother made no secret of her 
desire to see them wedded, throwing them 
together on every possible occasion, and con- 
tinually praising the boy to the girl, and the 
girl to the boy, and giving vent to one of her 
sudden shouts of laughter whenever she saw 
their two blonde heads close together over a 
camera or a sheet of music. 

Clara watched her manoeuvres with an 
amused smile. She considered Ayrton a child. 
But, I believe, she was not averse to the idea, 
for she liked Enid and knew that Enid was 
used to being dominated. 

We went in and out of the Palmers’ house 
as though it had been our own. Mrs. Palmer 
could not have too many people about her. She 
was utterly bored when alone, since she had only two ways of 
passing the time—either waving her hair or reading the 
ladies’ magazines. 

She had been waiting in Vicky’s little morning room when 
we had returned after the scene in the library, and when 
my cousins announced their intention of not spending 
another night in Cobbold House she insisted that we go 
straight to her. And we went. 

With what decision, and almost violence, the scenes of 
life withdraw from us and are replaced by fresh ones! There, 
a week ago, in the old house we had been all together, a 
family seemingly bound together in love and in bitterness. 
Now Uncle Richard cut off from us; Clara and Ayrton in 
triumphant possession; Vicky, Theo, and I in our black 
dresses in Mrs. Palmer’s drawing-room. 

It was late July. The night air came through the open 
French windows in sudden puffs and gusts of heat, heavy 
with a scent of verbena and stocks. At every gust the pink 
silk curtains fluttered with a flapping sound into the room, 
and Mrs. Palmer, sitting near one of them, was each time 
enveloped in its folds, whence she emerged with one of her 
peals of laughter, her cheeks brilliant, her earrings dangling, 
her eyes expressionless as ever, and the ash from her cigarette 
scattered over her lace blouse and satin skirt. 

Jerome Wain, Mrs. Palmer’s nephew, lounged on the 
cushions of a deep basket chair. He had lost a leg in the war, 
and had made up his mind that for the rest of his life he 
should be taken care of. As Mrs. Palmer was his nearest 
relative she was given the honor of taking care of him. It 
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had sat. “You have the right to make this your 
home till you are ninety, if you choose.” 

‘‘Home!”’ repeated Vicky bitterly. “It has 
never been home to me since the day you 
entered it, and that’s seventeen years ago.” 

“You have seemed in no hurry to leave it.” 

“T had my father.” 

Clara’s thin upper lip lifted in an unpleasant 
fashion. “No doubt it would have been hard 
for you to forego your everlasting quarrels with 
him. Yes, you had your father. You and he 
were so amiable together.” 

Vicky’s blue eyes, wide open and clear as a 
child’s, shone with anger. ‘Oh, how can you!” 
she cried. ““You know that my father and I 
loved each other. If he and I had words some- 
times it was because of things you had said I 
said, or things you had said to Theo, or because 
I thought he was letting you ruin Ayrton as 
you have done.” 

Ayrton’s lip lifted in a way so like his 
mother’s that I could have smiled had not the 
situation been so tremendously uncomfortable. 
He unclasped his hands from his knee and 
pushed them into his pockets. “Oh, yes, I’ve 
been ruined,” he said, ‘‘and no wonder, with 
four women ragging about me all the time.” 

“Hush, Ayrton,” said Clara, sharply. Then 
she turned on Vicky, furiously. 

“Well, that’s all over,”’ she said. 
be no more interfering from you. 
here—”’ 

‘As though I ever thought of staying here,” 
cried Vicky. ‘All I ask is a week to—” 

“Why ask me? You heard the will.” 

“TI will ask you. It’s not my home now. I’ma 
stranger here.” 

“Till you’re ninety, if you choose,”’ repeated 
Clara doggedly. “‘I can’t prevent you.” 

“Clara!” cried Vicky, springing to her feet. 
“You are the most maddening woman. No 
wonder my father—” 

“Be careful! Be careful!’ shouted Clara, 
turning white to the lips. “Be careful what 
you say, Vicky Lashbrook. I won’t have my 
relations with Dick dragged into this.” 

“Yes; you be careful,” growled Ayrton. 

Theo gave a sudden, rather wild laugh. “I 
think we’ll all go mad with hate if we spend a 
week under the same roof now. For my part, 
I’m going to get out tonight.”” She raised her 
long slim figure from the sofa and let her gaze 
travel from one to the other of us with a look of 
angry bewilderment on her dark, handsome 
face. 

I rose, too. 

“I think it would be better to talk things 
over when we are more composed,” I said. “I 
think we’re still unstrung from the shock.” 

Ayrton jumped up, tossing back his hair from 
his forehead. “I’m going,” he said, and started 
toward the door. 

“Ayrton,” commanded Clara. ‘Wait for 
me.” She went to him, laid her hand on his arm, 
and, after a scornful look at us, pushed him 
before her into the hall. 

I stood irresolute, not knowing what to say 
or do. It was so horribly difficult. Vicky 
pressed her hands to her forehead. I could 
see a pulse throbbing sharply in her throat. 

Theo walked slowly past the shelves of books, running 
her long hand across their backs. 

“Dear room,” she said, “where I have been so happy. 
Dear, dear books.” 

“Don’t, Theo, don’t speak like that,”’ cried Vicky, going 
to her and winding her arms about her. “I can’t bear it. 
Oh, to think that everything is theirs now. I don’t mind 
for myself.”” She turned almost fiercely to me. “You know 
that is true, Joan. It’s all for Theo that I mind so horribly. 
Oh, if I didn’t hate Clara so! If Ayrton weren’t such a little 
beast! It seems that I’m made up of just two emotions 
hatred for those two who have just gone, and love for Theo. 
And you, too, Joan, darling’’-—she stretched one hand back 
toward me and groped for mine—‘“‘you know how dear you 
are to me, Joan.” 

Poor little Vicky! She looked so tiny, so fragile in her 
black dress, clasping Theo so protectingly, who towered 
above her. 

“TI know, I know,” I said gently, taking the little groping 
hand. “And we'll stick together, and Theo shall have books 
whatever happens, and everything isn’t over. Perhaps it’s 
just beginning. Who knows what adventures may be 
coming? And we’re old enough to be sensible—you twenty- 
six and eight, and I in between—and young enough to feel 
the thrill of adventure. We'll leave here and do something 
quite, quite different. It’s been bad for us, in a way, living 
in the same house with one who hasn’t understood us or 
cared for us. After all, we'll be freer now.” 

For my own part, I felt a sudden, fierce desire for space, 


“There'll 
If you stay 





\ 
Fa 


< 
is 
13 
& 
» 





I felt a sudden, fierce destre for space, for freedom. 
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Tey 


I felt eager to go to the ends of the earth, if only those 


two whom I loved might be with me, might fling off the ties that bound them. 


for freedom. The atmosphere of Cobbold House stifled me. 
I felt eager to go to the ends of the earth, if only those two 
whom I loved might be with me, might fling off the ties 
that bound them. 

We stood, our arms locked together, gazing out of the 
window at the grey sea, in silence for a space, then Theo 
said: 

“I feel that way, too, Joan, as though something strange 
and, perhaps, lovely were waiting for us. I don’t know 
what sort of thing, but it’s there, in the distance her 
eyes were fixed on the silvery horizon—‘‘beckoning in the 
most mysterious way.” 

“You're always dreaming,” said Vicky. ‘Fate appears 
to me, not so much a spirit beckoning in the distance 
‘Come’—as a finger on the spot, pointing —‘Go.’ ”’ 


HE Lashbrooks had been originally a hardy old yeoman 

family of Cornwall, strong of back. clear of eye, and 
hot of head. They were courageous but not ambitious to 
rise, keen-minded, but not in any way intellectual or of 
artistic temper. In the reign of George IV, the then master 
of Cobbold House had been created a baronet for some 
personal service to the king. What the nature of theservice 
was had not been made public, neither did the new baronet 
aspire to a position in the social life of his time. He reared 
his family in simplicity. He did not enlarge the rambling 
stone house where generations of Lashbrooks had first seen 
the light, had first heard the clamor of the waves about the 
cliffs; but he did have his dining room refurnished and 


decorated in the flamboyant fashion of the time, for as he 
said, one could never know what day one might be expected 
to entertain royalty. It must have gone hard with him to 
do this, for he was notoriously close-fisted. His lady showed 
her appreciation of the change in their position by proposing 
to name her next child after the sovereign. She had hoped 
for a boy, but as it turned out to be a girl she called it after 
the queen. This custom continued in the Lashbrook family; 
hence sprang our fair-haired, little Victoria, soon shortened 
to Vicky. 

I loved the old stone house that had for so many years 
withstood the storms of that wild coast. I loved the garden 
flanked by low stone hedges, where now the dahlias, pink 
geraniums, and China roses were in bloom. Beyond it lay 
the glittering meads; and, still beyond, the moorland, lavish 
in heather and azure scabious, and ladies’ slipper. 

Never could I forget my first adventuring into those 
exuberant wilds, a little black-frocked child fresh from 
Canada; Vicky and Theo like sprites, leading me from one 
wonder to another, till, last of all, we had descended a 
grassy slope, gay with sea-pinks, and had danced, hand in 
hand, filled with a fierce gladness, across the virgin sands. 

I can see us now as we were then—Vicky, for all her ten 
years, the smallest of the three, her ankles and feet fairylike 
in their lightness, her square little face with its high cheek- 
bones, full curling lips, and wide nostrils, flushed from its 
accustomed paleness to delicate pink, her silvery fair hair, 
fint as floss tossing on the wind. 

And Theo with her oval cheeks, her almond-shaped brown 
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Compared with the amount of time 
which wives spend with their women 
friends, the total occupied by hus- 
bands in cultivating friendships with 


their own sex is negligible. Often the 


score is 15-0—Why ? 


by Isabel Turnbull Dingman 


Tllustrated by JACK KEAY 


Wes the average popular girl marries, she is 


entertained at a dozen or more affairs the keynote of which 
is congratulation. After marriage she keeps her former girl 
friends and makes new ones. ~ 

When the average popular man marries, the one and only 
affair in his honor is a farewell stag party at which the 
keynote is commiseration. The idea seems to be ‘Eat, 
drink and be merry, for tomorrow he magries and all good 
times with him are over.” After maria man sees very 
little of his former male associates, and es few new men 
friends who are not the husbands of his ’s friends. 

Why the difference? an 

Considering the lot of the ave 
seems to be some justification for ys’ point of view. 
Wifely influence is far-reaching in every of a husband’s 
life. As a rule he lives in a house furnished according to 
his wife’s tastes. He sleeps in a room filled with fripperies 
of pink, blue or mauve. Only rarely has he a den to call 
his own. He may possibly be served food that he likes, but 
if his wife is on a diet, or thinks he should be, even the 
meals may not be what he wants. The majority lead the 
kind of social life their wives desire, though there are a 
hardy few who refuse to dance or go to mixed bridges, no 
matter how their wives may plead. If a married man comes 
home and is greeted with: “We're going to the Smiths 
tonight.”” It is useless to protest, “‘But I’m tired, and 
anyway, Mrs. Smith gives me a pain.” They go. Ata 
dance a married man cannot even choose the partners he 
prefers; he must be careful to dance with the wives of men 
who have asked his wife, women who have been his 
hostesses, or women his wife wants to cultivate. A few 
men are brave enough to announce at the beginning of a 
week that on certain nights they are going to banquets, 
hockey matches or other affairs, and won't be available, 
but the majority won't make an engagement for themselves 
without saying, “Wait till I phone my wife and see if any- 
thing is arranged.”’ But when a hostess telephones a woman 
inviting her husband and herself to some affair, she is 
seldom told, “It is very kind of you, but I'll have to wait 
and see if John is free.” The usual answer is, “We'll be 
delighted.” 

Obviously a married man gives up his personal liberty, 
though obviously he gains much as compensation. A married 
woman also gives up her personal liberty, especially if she 
has children, but most wives consider the exchange worth 
while. The great difference is that women control a large 
part of their husbands’ leisure as well as their own, which 
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se 


ied man, there 


tends to a pro- 
gramme deliberately 
excluding purely 
masculine pursuits. 

And husbands feel 
the lack. Consider 
the wide popularity 
of the Jiggs and 
Maggie comics, 
running year after 
year with their 
reiteration of a few 
themes, most promi- 
nent being that of 
Jiggs sneaking out to 
Dinty Moore’s or 
getting the gang to 
rally when Maggie 
is away. The appeal 
of these pictures is based on the more or less subconscious 
sympathy of many husbands for the comic strip hero. 
Mixed parties may be all right for a steady diet, but the 
normal man yearns for the occasional comfort of sitting 
around with the bunch, collar off, feet up, everything free 
and easy, including the conversation. It will probably all 
be very harmless—-I am reliably informed that shop and 
gossip form the chief topics of discussion on such occasions. 
Oh, yes, men do gossip! Then they like to boast and tell 
tall stories without any wife around to prick the bubble by 
lifting an eyebrow or rushing in with a correction, ‘‘No, 
you're not telling that right, John; it was this way—” 
Who hasn’t heard such interruptions, and seen all the 
pleasure in his story leave a man’s face. The gang also like 
to talk about religion, politics, economics, what is wrong 
with the world, and have a fine glow of satisfactior after 
an evening spent in this way. 

It is a simple matter for bachelors to have informal 
“get-togethers,” but it takes some arranging for married 
men to fraternize with their kind. Clubs for the few who 
can afford them solve the problem of masculine society, 
providing opportunity for casual chats or card games in 
the lounge rooms. Lodges also give men a chance to get 
together without suspicion. I know of a man’s poker club 
which meets every other Saturday night at the homes of 
the members, the wives making a point of going out or 
staying out of sight. They approve the gatherings, how- 
ever, as there are strict rules about limits. Nothing stronger 





After marriage the average woman keeps her former girl friends, and makes 

new ones. The average man sees very little of his former male acquaintances 

and makes few new men friends who are not the husbands of his wife’ s 
friends. This tends to a programme of wifely interests. 


than beer is served, and the men think they have a glorious 
time. I have heard also of a men’s bridge club which meets 
at the various houses when the host’s wife is going out. 
Coffee is the only liquid served, and instead of playing for 
points, the men make up a “‘pot,” each contributing fifty 
cents. 

There are rummy clubs and euchre clubs, and men who 
meet regularly for two-somes at cribbage, chess or checkers. 
I know of a group of doctors who have regular dinner 
parties followed by discussions. There are public speaking 
classes and current events clubs, which attract some men. 
Others go to hockey and football matches in groups. Some 
play golf —desire to “get away from it all’ is responsible 
for much of the damage done to fairways by duffers. Then 
there are shooting trips and fishing expeditions—it is almost 
pathetic the way men enjoy them. Some join classes at 
the “Y” and meet their kind in the locker rooms. There 
are informal luncheon clubs and “coffee clubs,”” and the 
occasional luxury of bringing a man home for dinner. But 
compared with the amount of time which wives spend with 
their women friends, the total occupied by husbands in 
cultivating friendships with their own sex is negligible. 
There is a particularly noticeable discrepancy in the number 
of teas or “hen parties” given each year by wives and the 
number of affairs for men held at home by their husbands. 
Often the score would be 15—0. 

If, when a wife announced, “I’m having some girls in for 
tea Friday afternoon —don’t come {Continued on page 49} 
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was an expensive honor, too, for a poor woman, yet she-was 
honestly glad to have him. He was very ornamental, usually 
in a good temper, and he was always at hand to light her 
cigarette, keep her two wire-haired terriers in order with 
his crutch, or hop about with teacups. 

I could see that he thought we were quite mad for leaving 
our comfortable home. ; 

“Why, look here,” he said, “‘you don’t realize what you 
are doing. There’s that big house. Loads of room for every, 
one. Put up a partition—barbed wire entanglements— 
anything you like, between your rooms and Lady 
Lashbrook’s. You need never see each other. But, for 
goodness’ sake, don’t go out into the cold world glone!, 
What can you do? There’s no room for anyone who hassto 
work in England now.” \ 

“We're not going to stay in England,” said Vicky. ““We’re 
going to emigrate.” \¥ 

“Emigrate!”” echoed Mrs. Palmer, Enid, and Jerome 
Wain, on a note of horror. ‘“To the colonies? Surely not.” 

“Yes. To Canada,” said Vicky, and her lips trembled at 
the thought of the separation. ‘Father was very fond of 
Canada, you know. You do not forget, do you, that my 
mother was a Canadian? And my father spent years there.” 

“I am a Canadian, too,” I said. 

“Oh, yes, I know,” said Mrs. Palmer. “‘I don’t object to 
people being married in Canada or even born in Canada, if 
they’re obliged to, though where one would go for one’s 
honeymoon or how they keep babies’ feet warm, I can’t 
imagine. But to emigrate—my poor dears, you don’t know 
what you are talking about.” 

“Have you any relations there you could live with?” 
asked Jerome. 

“Not a soul,” said Vicky. ‘‘But father owned a farm in 
Nova Scotia, just a small place on the coast. He and Joan’s 
father used to go there for the hunting and fishing. Well, 
Theo had always been tremendously inter- 
ested in this little place. She used to say, she 
wanted to go out and live there for a while, 
just for the adventure; so on her twenty-first 
birthday father gave it to her. But it was just. 


a sort of joke. We never really thought of 
going.” 

“I did,” said Theo. “I often thought 
about it.” . 


“Then there is Joan’s house in Quebec,” 
went on Vicky, “the house where my mother 
was born. We've always wanted to see that.” 

Theo broke in again with one of her sudden 
flashes of vehemence. ‘“‘Do you imagine that I 
have never had longings to be free from those 
watchful eyes of Clara? To see the world?” 

“Well, of course, dear,”” said Mrs. Palmer, 
mildly, ‘if you really want to leave home—’ 

“But not to be driven out!” cried Vicky. 

“*The right to stay till you’re ninety, if 
you wish.”” I quoted Clara in what my 
cousins called my “‘tantalizing’’ drawl. 

“Don’t be absurd,” said Vicky, and Theo 
added in a quivering voice, “I shall never 
enter that house again.” 

“Perhaps you have relations you could go 
to, Miss Joan,” said Jerome. 

“None who wish to adopt three grown-up, 
able-bodied women,” I replied. 

“Vicky able-bodied! That’s the most 
touching thing I’ve ever heard,” said Jerome, 
looking at her tenderly. 

Mrs. Palmer began to say something but 
the curtain at that moment enveloped her, 
and when she had disentangled herself she 
had forgotten what it was. The wire-haired 
terriers came to her knees, pawing her to be 
taken up. She heaved them, both at once, on 
to her lap and sat there embracing’ them, 
while Tim chewed a button of her blouse and 
Neddie scratched on her satin skirt to make a 
bed for himself. As she collected her .houghts, 
she remembered the new baronet. ‘Adorable 
boy, Ayrton,”” she breathed. “He and Enid 
are so jolly together, aren’t you, darling?” 

“Yes, mother,” replied Enid. “But do tell 
us about the house in Nova Scotia, Theo. Who is living 
there now? How I should love to go with you! Shall you 
farm?” 

“I can’t tell you much about the house,” said Theo, 
“except that it was built about two hundred years ago; 
that is, the original part. There has been an addition, 
practically a separate house, put up much later; of plaster, I 
think. I remember my father saying how odd it looked. 
The farm is leased to a man named Alonzo Haight who 
lives in the old house, but the new one has stood vacant 
for years, ever since our father and Joan’s used to go there 
on their hunting trips. Our plan is to occupy the new house 
and then, later, when we know the country, take the farm 
into our own hands. Joan and I think it will be a great 


adventure. You can picture us in smock frocks guiding a 
team of oxen at the plough.” 

“Please, please give it up,” implored Mrs. Palmer, 
clasping her hands on her bosom and upsetting the terriers. 


Ss. “You arén’t suited, I’m afraid 
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“‘No-good can come of three beautiful girls isolating them- 


selves:i + a melancholy spot. Come to me instead for a 
month; year, and we'll find something cheerful for you 
to do. thing but that.” 


“‘One’of.you might marry me,” suggested Jerome. “That 
would be:cheerful.”’ 

“True!” cried Mrs. Palmer. ‘Splendid! Vicky and you 
woul@be a sweet couple. But no. You would get on Vicky’s 
nerves.. It mast be you and Theo. Still, you are both so 
absent-minded,.s0 detached—’ 

“But we shduldn’t be detached if we were married,” 
objected Jerome. “Just semi-detached.” 

“NofsIt won’t do. You're both too temperamental. 

“Say too indolent,”’ put in Theo. 


# “Poor Joan,”’ interrupted Jerome, “I fall to you—crutch 
and all.” 

“If you marry me you must come to Nova Scotia,” I said. 
“For I’m going and nothing can stop me.” 

Jerome cast himself on the cushions of the sofa but Tim 
and Neddie had established themselves there, and they 
attacked him so viciously that he had to remove to an 
ottoman at his aunt’s feet and comfortably lay his lazy 
head in her lap. 

“Never mind, Jerome,” she said, stroking his hair. “Let 
them go. If they choose to cast off their old friends and go 
into the wilds, let them go. It won’t be long till they will be 
hungry for a sight of Cornwall and the sea.”” 

“Listen to it moaning,”” murmured Jerome, from her lap. 

“Oh, but we shall have the sea there, the very same sea!” 
cried Theo. “I couldn’t bear it otherwise.’”” She rose and 
went to the window and peered out into the dark. “The 
sea is my friend. I couldn’t live without the sea. Could I 
Vicky?” She looked over her shoulder at her sister. 

“No, darling,” said Vicky. “Of course not.” 
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their father’s estate. 


Joan—their Canadian cousin, writer of the story. 
Clara—the bitter stepmother of Vicky and Theo and 
Ayrton, her son, who is to reign over the English estates 


—and thus take away all rights from the girls. 





iw WAS the day before we were to sail. I had gone for 
my last sight of Cobbold House while early morning was 
glittering on the sea, and the wind was still heavy with the 
fragrance of the night. I had a fancy to go alone, for I 
knew that if Vicky accompanied me, the very sight of 
Clara’s bedroom window, staring defiantly from its ivy 
brow, would have brought that look of hardness and bitter- 
ness to her small face that I so hated to see there, and bitter 
words to her lips. And Theo—I felt sure she would have 
pressed her lips, with a drooping of the head, against the 
stone pillar of the gateway, or made some equally tragic 
gesture. I was selfish, perhaps, but I wanted in my own 
way, quite undisturbed by those whose sorrow was greater 
than mine, to say good-by to this old, grey house, to this 
wind-beaten garden that had so long been my home. It was 
hard to believe that the deep door would no more open, 
disclosing the tall, straight figure of my uncle with his dog 
at his heels. 
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I missed him with an unutterable sadness. He and I had 
many a long walk along the Sea Road together, and he had 
told me things thatal was proudly sure, by the very pressure 
of his hand on my armpthat he had not told even to Clara. 
“You, Joan,” he would’say, ‘‘you’re half Irish, you know, 
and you've a very understanding way with you.” 

Well, those long walks and talks with him along the 
bleak Sea Road had dong more than a little to form my 
character, or at any raté to temper my outlook and my 
judgment with a sort Of masculinity. I pictured with 
amazing vigor the life of my uncle and my father in Quebec. 
I was prépared, as neither Vicky nor Theo could be, for 
what caggafter.j > 

And deeply I had loved him and deeply was torn by this 
breaking wp of our life, for, after all, Vicky and Theo had 
each ‘other; they were the inseparables. I was, more than 
the otherS-bereft. 

I was staring at a heavy cormorant sitting lonely on his 
rock, my back turned to the house, when I heard a step, 
then young Ayrton spoke in that sulky boy's voice of his. 

“TI see you’ve come around early to sing your last Hymn of 
Hate, Joan.” 

He looked fresh as the morning in his grey tweed with a 
black band sewn on the left arm, and the wind rumpling his 
fair, uncovered head. I knew he did not mean what he said, 
for there was the beginning of a smile at the corner of his 
mouth. 

“Ayrton,” I said, taking his hand, “there is no hate in me 
for you. To be sure, you have teased me, and made yourself 
a little nuisance at times, but I do like you, though I don’t 
suppose you'll believe it.” 

“Oh, well,” he said, flushing quickly, “‘you’ve been a jolly 
sight nicer to me than either of my sisters. Let’s walk along 
a bit and talk.” 

“What’s the matter with this family, anyway?” he 
exclaimed as we fell into step. ““We've always 
been, as long as I can remember, like a lot of 
wolfhounds on leashes, ready to fly at each 
other’s throats. Mother and Vicky, mother 
and Theo, all you girls and me, even dad 
sometimes.” His smooth, young forehead was 
knotted in perplexity. 

“Too many breeds,” I suggested. ‘But 
you'll be happier, now. It’s far better for you 
to be alone with your mother.” 

“But she watches me too much. Oh, I’m 
sick of women’s eyes! They see everything.” 

I should have laughed had he not been so 
desperately in earnest. 

“Look here, Ayrton,” I said. “You're 
something more than a child now. Stick up 
for yourself. Think hard about things and 
then do what you believe is right. Sometimes 
mothers and only sons—* : 

“Oh, I know. They get obsessed. They 
really do. With the son’s importance. What if 
I am Sir Ayrton! Oh, lord!” He strode along, 
hitting at the heads of wayside weeds with a 
stick he carried. But how astonishingly like 
Clara he was! I could see no trace of Uncle 
Richard in him. He had Clara’s finely made, 
yet compact body, her delicate lips that could 
be hard, her amber eyes, her round, white 
neck. He looked very young, very brave,’ 
marching along with the sea wind in his face. 
He and the young day seemed to salute each 
other in their freshness and strength. 

“And, look here,” he said. “I don’t like 
you girls going off like this into some desolate 
farmhouse in Nova Scotia. I think you'd 
better give it up. Really, I do, Joan. I was 
talking to Jerome about it yesterday. He's 
awfully against it. He says his aunt would 
make you welcome at The Cottage. There 
wouldn't be much room, but it might do for a 
while till you got something better. He says 
you and he are all but promised to each other.” 

“He's joking, dear,” I answered, no longer 
restraining my laughter. “Besides, I’ve made 
up my mind to do something quite different. 
I’ve made up my mind to wait for you. I’vea 
fancy for being Lady Lashbrook, and if you keep on being as 
nice as you are this morning, it won't be hard to love you.” 

Ayrton laughed too, then. “But you're only ten years 
older,” he said. ‘“‘That’s not so much.” 

“Oh, no,” I replied. “Only, when you're in your prime 
at thirty, I'll be an old lady of forty with a double chin.” 

“You!” He was full of scorn at the idea. ‘You, fat! Why, 
you're as thin as a fiddlestick and always will be.” He grew 
suddenly serious again. ‘‘As I was saying, I don’t like your 
going away like this. I should have taken father’s place, 
you know.” 

He turned and faced me, frowning earnestly. There was 
something so pathetic about him, standing there on the 
ancient Sea Road, full of his new consequence, that I took 
his head between my hands and kissed him. ‘“‘Dear old 
fellow,” I said, “it is nice to part friends like this. I'll write 
to you and you'll write to me, and one day you must come 
out to see us.” [Continued on page 32} 
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as she looked Hattie up and down. “Your figure isn’t bad, 
but there isn’t enough of it. Why, Mr. Gillespie told me 
only yesterday if he were choosing a wife he wouldn’t even 
look at you skinnies!”’ 

“If he did,’ Hattie flared, 
along.”’ 

“I’m not interested in arguing about it,” Lyda said over 
her shoulder. ‘But I know I’ve got a date with him when 
he gets back. Look that over and see what you think of it!’’ 

She turned on her heel and banged the door shut, but 
not soon enough to shut off Hattie’s retort which informed 
her that she was ‘‘barking up the wrong tree!” 

That night when Lyda retired to the secret precincts of 
her room, she surveyed herself in her mirror. Goodness, 
but she was a sight! Look at that thick neck, and those 
beefy arms, and the size of those hips! No wonder Mr. 
Gillespie had been so backward in coming forward. 

Lyda had a swift vision of the willowy form of Hattie 
Hymer, dressed in ivory silk, hanging to the arm of Mr. 
Gillespie as they wended their way up a flower-strewn aisle 


‘he was just kddin’ you 





pulpit-ward, herself one of the craning crowd looking on 
from the grandstand. She closed her eyes to shut out the 
picture. That must never happen. But what could she do 
to prevent it? She flopped on to the bed and cried. 

There seemed nothing she could do. All her unhappiness 
surged through her again and she did not bother to try and 
stop it. A fat girl didn’t stand a chance of winning any- 
thing worth while in life. 

Suddenly she stopped and rushed across the room to a 


magazine rack. She hunted through a pile of periodicals, 
hastily thumbing page after page. She finally found what 
she sought, and came back to the bed and sat down. She 
read a boxed advertisement, which said: 


NOBODY LOVES A FAT GIRL! 


It’s Positively Out of Fashion to be Stout 
New Scientific Shed-Flesh Method Makes it 
Possible to Reduce in a Safe, Simple and Painless 

Manner. 
Guaranteed to Take Off Thirty Pounds in Three 
Weeks, or Money Refunded. 
One Month’s Treatment $25 
DR. MYRON Y. FISCHER, 
Reducing Specialist 
389 Banner Bldg. Telephone LANcaster 1001 


Consultation by Appointment 






Lyda burned with anger, but she 
smothered the feeling as she looked 
Hattie up and down. “Your 
figure isn’t bad,” she said, “‘but 
there isn’t enough of it.” 


ee ee 


Lyda’s face beamed with hidden hope. 
If Doctor Fischer’s methods were really all 
they claimed to be, there would be ample 
time in which to revamp her figure before 
Mr. Gillespie's return. And what a surprise 
she would spring on him! 

She spilled the contents of her purse upon 
the bed. Among a conglomeration of things 
feminine she gathered up three one-dollar 
bills and eighty-five cents in change. A 
poor start, she pouted. Well, perhaps if 
she handled him right, brother George might 
come unwittingly to the rescue. Of course 
she’d have to tell him a little white lie, for 
if George knew the truth he’d laugh himself 
out of the loan, and that would spell 
curtains for sister Lyda! 

So the next morning at breakfast she 
broached the matter to George. Could he 
let her have twenty-five dollars until 
Saturday? She had the grandest chance to 
pick up an exclusive dress for a song. One 
that had been out to a swell “hop” on approval and had 
been returned the following day because it hadn't exactly 
suited. No, she couldn't wait till Saturday because someone 
was bound to pick it up. 

“All right,’’ George said slyly. “‘But remember, sis, I’ve 
got to have it back Saturday. There’s that payment on 
my pilot’s correspondence course to be met.” 

Lyda bestowed a kiss upon his cheek as she tucked 
the bills into her purse. 
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pypa came to a halt when she faced the door in the 

Banner Building marked 389. She felt like one abandon- 

ing herself to Fate as she stood there reading the inscription 

on the glass, which bade her “‘Walk In.’’ She smothered a 

last-minute impulse to turn and flee, and only by exerting 

her last ounce of will-power did she force herself to turn 
the knob. 

Doctor Fischer arose gracefully from a severely tidy 
desk. He came forward, all smiles and bows. 

“Are you Doctor Fischer?’’ Lyda asked huskily. 

“Yes, madam. And you are. . .?” 

“Miss Lawson,”’ Lyda reminded him. ‘I phoned for an 
appointment.” 

“Yes, of course, of course you did,” Doctor Fischer 
acknowledged. “So many patients, you know, one is taxed 
to keep all the names in mind.” 

Lyda seated herself in an indicated chair and fumbled 
with the strap of her purse while she waited for him to 
open the interview. 

“You have quite made up your mind that you wish to 
reduce, Miss--er-—-Lawson?”’ The doctor fastened his 
eyes upon her. “I ask you that to make certain you'll 
go through with it. So many don’t, you know.” 

Lyda caught her breath and threw swift, startled 
glances about the room. The doctor smiled. 

“I’m afraid I’ve given you an incorrect impression 
of my methods,” he said softly. ‘They are simple and 
safe. And because they are, many people haven't 
sufficient faith to carry them through.” 

“Oh, I really will!” Lyda exclaimed, losing some of 
her fear in his explanations. ‘And if you can really do 
me any good, [’ll be forever grateful.” 

Doctor Fischer smiled wanly. ‘My dear Miss 
Lawson,” he said feelingly, ‘please have no fear but 
that I can do for you what I have already accomplished 
for others. Look at these photographs and see for 
yourself the proofs of my method.” 

He handed a folder to Lyda, who avidly scanned its 
bulky contents. It was filled with “before and after” 
pictures of women patients and was proof beyond 
doubt that Doctor Fischer surely knew his subtraction 
tables. 

“This young lady,”’ he said, pointing to one of them, 
“weighed 160 pounds when she came to me for treat- 
ment. After three weeks under my instructions she 
barely tipped the scales at 125 pounds! What I did 
for her, I can do for you.” 

“‘When do we start?”” Lyda breathlessly asked, as 
she extracted from her purse the bills she had wangled 
from brother George, and pressed them into the 
doctor’s hand. “I’ve got three weeks to get rid of 
this —this—surplus flesh. It’s a life and death matter,”’ 
she added hastily. 

Doctor Fischer raised his eyebrows and squinted 
sidelong at her. Lyda’s impulsive six-word confession 
interested him. He had learned from years of practice 
that women reduce for but one of two reasons: either 

they have been medically advised to do so, or there was a 

man in the case. Since Lyda was a perfect picture of 

health, he knew a man lurked around the corner of her life. 

“Draw your chair up to the desk, Miss Lawson,” he 
suddenly instructed. “‘I'll outline my methods and give 
you your first week’s diet schedule. To start with, you'll 
have to stop eating starch.” 

Lyda brightened. ‘‘Why, that's easy, doctor; I simply 
detest it. I don’t even like blanc mange.” 

Doctor Fischer muffled a laugh by coughing into his 
hand. ‘“‘But I mean you'll have to stop eating such foods 
as potatoes, turnips, white bread and lots of other things 
that contain starch.” 

Lyda’s face fell. *‘And what am I supposed to live on?”’ 
she asked anxiously. 

“Such things as brown bread, eggs, green vegetables and 
fresh fruits. The idea is that you're to shun any food that 
is the least bit fattening,’’ the doctor explained. 

Lyda sat like a prisoner at the bar while the doctor 
minutely outlined his course of treatment. The longer he 
talked the harder it appeared for her to submit herself to 
it. But when the picture she had seen reflected in her 
mirror on the previous evening flitted across the screen ot 
her memory, she shuddered and closed her eyes to it. If 
it killed her, she’d go through with it, she told herself 


vehemently. 


AVE you ever sat down to a steaming meal of steak 
and mushrooms, mashed potatoes, creamed carrots 
and fresh peach pie, and couldn’t touch a mouthful because 
of some little off-color of the stomach? If you have you'll 
know exactly how Lyda felt that evening when she took 
her place at the dinner table. She felt like a vacant chair 
at a Rotarian banquet: the food was there but she couldn't 
touch it. She looked down at her plate and turned her 
nose up at the half grapefruit and slices of once-fresh 
brown bread. And when she glanced across at brother 
George, he smiled through a juicy mouthful of steak. 
“Think you'll be able to withstand the pressure, sis?” 
he asked, smacking his lips. ‘You ought to try a piece of 
that peach pie with a dash of cream on it ”’ 
“George. I'll throw something at [Continued on page 30} 
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FAT GIRL 


Illustrated by W. ¥. Chambers 


By all the standards of popular 
fiction, no fat girl can ever be 
a heroine— but read this and 


side 


discover 


L. IS with a feeling almost akin to timidity that I take 
the hand of Lyda Lawson and lead her out into the spot- 
light of publicity. For by all the accepted standards of 
popular fiction Lyda has absolutely no business crowding 
herself into any story. 

A hero may be anything from a stevedore to a grand 
duke; as homely as sin or handsome as a pen can paint him, 
and still hold the respect of the most fastidious reader. But 
let a heroine appear who hasn’t the complexion of a ripe 
peach and more “It” than Clara Bow—and the reader 
doesn’t want to have anything to do with her. 

Yet, knowing all this to be true, I am blushingly going to 
lead Lyda forth and relate her story in the hope there is 
at least some semblance of truth in the phrase ‘“The world 
loves a fat man.”’ If it really does, then there is a chance 
that it will also love a fat girl. 

Lyda is not just pleasantly plump or charmingly chubby; 
she is frankly fat! I cannot quote her exact weight, but I 
will divulge the fact that her figure is kept in place by 
special boning. And, contrary to general rule, she is 
brimming over with pep and ambition. For these double 
attributes she drew the munificent sum of twenty-seven 
dollars and fifty cents in the weekly pay envelope handed 
her each Saturday night at the Golden Rule department 
store, where she completely filled the position of head 
salesgirl in the ready-to-wear department. 

If Lyda was much too plump to be an ultra-acceptable 
heroine, she was at least a splendid salesgirl. And if she 
couldn’t wear the styles to the best advantage, she 
certainly absorbed all the knowledge pertaining to them. 
However, styles were not the only things she had been 
making a study of: there was also Mr. Gillespie, department 
buyer. 

Lyda at first tried to convince herself that it was his 
curly mop of brick-red hair which attracted her, but as her 
interest increased she blushingly admitted it was something 
deeper. She masked the feeling as only a woman can do. 
Not by so much as a misplaced glance or a thoughtless 
word had she hinted the fact to him. Yet whenever he drew 
near, Lyda’s heart played tattoo, and she had difficulty in 
keeping her voice steady. 

One day in between seasons Lyda was busily re-marking a 
rack of coats for quick clearance, when Mr. Gillespie 
approached. In his hand he held the latest copy of The 
Buyer's Adviser. 

“My, my, Miss Lawson,”’ he bubbled, “the new styles 
are certainly knock-outs! Honest to John, I’ve never seen 
anything so swell! But it takes a girl with a slender figure 
and plenty of curves to get by with them. Take Miss 
Hymer—she’d look like a million . 

Mr. Gillespie swallowed hard and the coloring from his 
hair soaked through the scalp and ran down his face. He 
realized he had inadvertently made a blunder. 

Lyda’s cheeks flamed, and she snapped: ‘‘Well, there’s 

no call for rubbing it in!” 

me She was used to gentle digs about her fleshiness, but to 
have Mr. Gillespie unpremeditatively throw the figure of 
Hattie Hymer in her face was too much. Because she had 
definitely placed Hattie as a positive rival, she couldn’t 
stand the comparison. She could scarcely hold the tears in 
check. 

“Oh, come, come,” said Mr. Gillespie, almost tenderly. 
“Please forget that I said it. Why, Miss Lawson, if I were 
looking for a wife I wouldn’t throw bait at these skinnies. 
Me, I’d choose a fat girl every time! They’re jollier and 
more good-natured.” 

Mr. Gillespie looked so much like a little boy caught in 
the jam cupboard that Lyda smiled and said, “‘Aw, stop 
smoothing it over.” 

“On the level,”’ persisted Mr. Gillespie, “I can’t have 
you sore at me. You see, I’m going east tonight on a 
buying trip -a matter of three or four weeks. Can’t we 
part good friends?” 


by David William Belbeck 


Lyda threw him a roguish smile that set him entirely at 
his ease. “Aw, go along, Mr. Gillespie,’’ she cooed, and 
turned to her work. 

He went, but was back at her elbow within a few minutes. 

“I wish I wasn’t going east until tomorrow, Miss Lawson,” 
he remarked pointedly. “Perhaps we could have arranged 
to have supper and take in a show. But maybe you. . .?” 

“I'd be delighted, Mr. Gillespie. But couldn’t you. . .?” 


ah Neate 


“Shake it out of your system, 
kid,” said Hattie tartly. “You 
haven't a chance. He likes them 
with a figger. You've got the 
complexion, hair and teeth, but 
your Jigger leaves everything to be 
desired.” 


“It isn’t possible,” he cut in quickly. “You see, 
I’ve got my reservations and appointments 
arranged. I’ve got to leave tonight.” 

“Well, then,’’ Lyda said, “perhaps when you 
come back. . .?” 

Mr. Gillespie fidgetted. ‘You can never tell 
how these trips are going to turn out. I wouldn't 
want to promise and maybe leave you stranded.” 

“Oh, don’t worry!” Lyda snapped. “Only the 
suggestion was yours and I thought you meant it.” 

“Yes, yes,” stammered Mr. Gillespie. “I did 
do mean it. Well well— we'll pick an evening 
when I return.” 

And Mr. Gillespie made his retreat under the 
impressive implication that until that evening 
arrived his world would be totally stationary. 


OME wisecracker once made the remark that 

any woman can marry any man she sets her 
heart on. This may have been true at some time 
say when polygamy was in style. But what 
happens when two women set their hearts on the 
same man? One of them is going to get the 
raspberry. Take Mr. Gillespie, for instance. 

He was admired and pursued by nearly all the 
prospective housewives in the Golden Rule store. 
He drew a good salary and knew how to spend it. 
From the top of his fiery thatch to the soles of his 
patent leather Oxfords, he was the final paragraph on “what 
the well-dressed man should look like,”’ The girls all raved 
about him. Though he joshed and carried on with them all, 
it was the consensus of opinion that Hattie Hymer stood 
the best chance of entering the social register as Mrs. 
Horton Gillespie. That is, all but Lyda. She considered 
herself well in the running. Yet Hattie’s lissom figure per- 
sisted in coming between her and her dreams. She couldn’t 
get Hattie’s curves out of her head. 


Lyda ran into Hattie that evening in the employees’ rest 
room. Hattie. who was intuitively jealous of Lyda because 


of her close proximity to Mr. Gillespie during business 
hours, cast an implicating glance at her, with the remark: 
“I suppose you can find lots to keep you busy now that 
Mr. Gillespie’s away?” 
Lyda faced her quickly, 
tongue. 


words of retaliation on her 
Instead, she reached for her hat and, while she 







fitted it on, she said sweetly: “Yes, and how time does 
hang! It seems to move on crutches, really.’ 

Hattie bit her lip. “Shake it out of your system, kid,” 
she said tartly. “You haven't a chance. He likes them 
with a figger. Ever notice how he picks me to sport the 
exclusive models to the dames that can pay the cash? 
You've got the complexion and the hair and teeth, 
but your figger leaves everything to be desired.” 


Lyda burned with anger, but she smothered the feeling 
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Heat blazed from the shining surface of the lake, and hung heavy and scented in the pines, as the four of them lounged on the verandah. 


“T feel myself growing stubborn about this picnic 


daughter, and the other young lady is his sister-in-law.” 

Their hostess’ expression changed to one of horrified 
surprise. “‘Mr. Jones’ daughter! Why, my own cousin 
farms for Mr. Jones. I’m Mrs. Snibley. And you sitting 
there wet to the skin, Miss Jones! I certainly thought you 
was just crazy trippers. The kids says, ‘Maw, some folks 
want to leave a big car in the yard,’ and I thought, ‘Crazy 
trippers! They'll get it’.”’ 

“‘We did,”’ said Bill. ‘What a storm! Must be two feet of 
mud on the roads right now.” 

“My land, I bet there is. You'll hafta stay all night. We 
can manage fine, if you gentlemen don’t mind sleepin’ in the 
boys’ room. They can double up and I'll take the baby in 
with me. Ee-laine, go fix the spare-room bed right away, so 
the ladies can get right in with a hot bottle to each of ’em. 


My, you'll have your death of pneumonia, Miss Jones, and 
your auntie, too.” 

Bill had collected the two little boys and was astounding 
them with strange doings. His handkerchief, rolled into a 
mouse, ran up his sleeve and jumped at them till even the 
little terrier snarled with excitement. When he put a lighted 
cigarette into his ear, volumes of smoke issued mysteriously 
from his nose and mouth. He produced two magic dimes 
that were forever being lost and recovered from the oddest 
places until finally they found their way into the boys’ 
trouser pockets. Bill advised them solemnly to go to bed at 
once, before the money vanished again, ana they departed 
in haste. 

Amy had laughed with the astonished children till the 
tears came. Mrs. Snibley was enchanted. She told Isabel in 


marvellous test of character, @ picnic,” said Isabel with a sudden flash of malice. 


a loud aside that they made a lovely-looking couple. now 
didn’t they? Evan, shivering beside the stove, was too sunk 
in misery to care. He looked ten years older, with fatigue 
lines deeply drawn about his mouth and his hair tousled out 
of its usual precious calm. With a shock Isabel saw that 
there was a broad white wing above his temple. How 
haggard and awful she must look herself! Every bone in her 
body was aching gently and she longed for bed. Bill and 
Amy, young and resilient and giggling, were oblivious of 
their more elderly exhaustion. She felt a rush of sympathy 
for poor Evan. 

The storm was abating. The wind howled less furiously 
in the maples; the thunder was steadily retreating, and 
Bill succeeded in getting a call through to the house over 
disorganized rural lines. When he {Continued on page 34} 
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TRIAL BY THUNDER 


Of a lazy summer picnic that brought four strangely 
assorted people to a hill top — and of the crashing 
dramatics that changed all their lives in an hour or so 


Illustrated by Carl Shreve 


L. WAS HOT. Heat blazed from the shining surface of 
the lake and hung heavy and scented in the pines. Towers 
and battlements of white cloud were piling up behind the 
far hills. Across the wide verandah, with its grey wicker 
chairs and boxes filled with pink petunias, the shade of tall 
trees lay pleasantly. Strange to be home again, to be 
accepted after ten long years as though her idle and cap- 
ricious wanderings had never been. Isabel, relaxed among 
chintz cushions, watched the others with affectionate, if 
faintly malicious, amusement. Georgie, her sister, had 
grown stouter, very much the placid and prosperous matron. 
Five years her junior, Isabel was happily conscious of her 
own smart slimness and the deceptive simplicity of her 
white crépe dress. Her thin face with its frame of snow- 
white hair had a clear distinction, her eyes were bright 
under winglike black brows. 

Georgie was agitated this morning; her look beseeched 
Edward to remain calm under these trying circumstances. 
She was as anguished over an accidental purple petunia 
sporting among the pink, as she was over their daughter’s 
love affair. 

It seemed absurd to Isabel that Amy should have such 
things as lovers. At twenty-two she was an exquisite golden 
child with her mother’s wistful, wide grey eyes. Her little 
slim frock of pale yellow silk was close about her pretty 
hips, fluttering round her lovely sculptured legs. She had 
squeezed Isabel's arm in an ecstasy of innocent gratitude as 
she introduced Evan Bland. In her newly rediscovered 
aunt, Amy had found an ally against her father’s ponderous 
disapproval. It was Isabel who had serenely over-ridden 
Edward’s honest and obstinate objections, who had insisted 
on having Evan invited for the week-end. 

She found him distinctly interesting. Handsome in a 
thin dark way, with delightful manners. He had bowed 
over her hand with a smile that made Isabel feel that, under 
different circumstances, he would have been happy to kiss 
her fingertips. 

So unlike Bill, who said casually—‘‘Hullo there, Isabel!” 
—as though she had only been gone a week. Bill had called 
her Isabel when he was a cheeky, stocky fourteen-year-old, 
and she a rather too thin and too clever young woman 
approaching thirty. Now he was enormous, a big, broad- 
chested, brown young man, an amiable young grizzly in 
linen plus fours. Amy accepted his complete devotion with 
a far-away sweet tolerance; she was too thrilled over Evan’s 
arrival to care whether Bill was there or not. 

Conversation !anguished. Presently Isabel stirred. ‘‘Let’s 
picnic this afternoon,”’ she suggested idly. “On the moun- 
tain. Tea at the summit.” 

Amy uttered a little shriek of joy. “Oh, Aunt Isabel, 
what fun! We haven’t had a picnic on the Head since I was 
a little girl. It’s too wonderful, Evan. You climb up and up 
—and suddenly, there’s all the world at your feet. You 
feel like an angel taking tea in heaven.” 

But Evan, it seemed, had few angelic aspirations. ‘Why 
not tea on this heavenly verandah, Amy? Why so much 
energy on such a day?” 

“It’s not a bad idea—a picnic,”” said Georgie hopefully, 
visioning a peaceful afternoon for Edward and herself. 
“We're very primitive here, Mr. Bland. No golf on this side 
of the lake, and I’m afraid our tennis court is a mere 
travesty. I'll speak to Anna about putting up a tea—”’ 

Amy said eagerly, “Ask Anna if we can have chicken 
salad, mother—her special kind.’”” Amy wasn’t really 
grown-up at all. She was too pleased about this absurd 
outing to realize that Evan was tired already with the heat 
and the unaccustomed long ride, and would have preferred 
to spend an idle, lovering hour or two among the pine trees. 

The situation held for Isabel a delicate flavor of the 
ridiculous. Edward roused himself suddenly, grasping the 
point of the discussion. “Better not try it, Isabel. This 
heat means thunder.” 

“Oh, dear!” Georgie exclaimed from the doorway. “I do 
detest thunder.”” But Isabel said lightly, “A little rain 


won’t hurt us, Edward. Don’t be discouraging. It may be 
hours before a shower comes up.” 

“You have forgotten our mountain storms,”’ he told her 
dubiously. 


by MELANIE BENETT 


“For one,’’ Evan interjected a little too quickly, “I 
recommend accepting Mr. Jones’s advice. You know this 
country, sir.” 

“Oh, no you don’t, Mr. Bland,”’ said Isabel to herself 
with a sudden flash of malice. “I feel myself growing 
stubborn about this picnic. Marvellous test of character, 
a picnic.”” Aloud she murmured sweetly, “If you are afraid 
of a wetting, Mr. Bland, you can always stay here with 
my sister and her husband.” 

“No fun if we don’t all go,”” Amy declared, and her pretty 
mouth pouted softly as a baby’s. 

“Sure we'll all go,”’ Bill reassured her cheerfully. 


FTER dinner, fat old Anna with her beaming full- 
moon face came waddling on to the verandah with 
their tea packed in two disreputable canvas knapsacks, and 
they set forth immediately. Isabel thoroughly enjoyed the 
ride, with Bill very large and uncommunicative behind the 
wheel of his excellent roadster. Amy and Evan were in the 
rumble seat, murmuring confidentially, his arm behind her 
shoulders. At any rate this part of the party would afford 
him some slight consolation. 

The air was sweetly fresh in the rush of their passage, 
laden with smells of hay and clover, the road went deviously 
among the little hills. At the foot of the mountain they 
obtained indifferent permission to park the car in a near 
farmyard and started off gaily to find the path. 

A pale greyness like theatrical gauze was over everything 
as they began the first ascent. Under the arching trees the 
air was hot and breathless. This was the lee side of the hill, 
which at this time of day was also the shady side, and in the 
dim cavern of foliage it was impossible to tell whether the 
sun still shone or not. The way steadily steepened until it 
grew necessary to pull at rocks and branches for help over 
the hardest places. When they reached the cold spring 
halfway up the trail and stopped to drink thirstily, Evan 
was all for abandoning the climb to the summit. 

“What about tea here?” he asked, putting down his 
knapsack with a sigh of relief. 

“Here!” Isabel exclaimed in horror; “‘but there will be a 
breeze at the top to revive our wilting souls. Take another 
drink—”’ 

“I’m melting away,” said Amy. 
bedewed.” 

They splashed their hands and faces in the icy water and 
set out again. It took an hour to make the rest of the grade, 
but at the summit, emerging suddenly from the wooded 
sides on to a rocky crown, they met the promised breeze, a 
steady sweep of air. Here the world was spread in a wide 
span, woods and farmland, blue water and rolling hills. To 
the south and to the east, sunshine was palely glimmering. 
Behind them, steel-grey and purple, clouds were steadily 
blotting out the sky, the nearer reaches of the lake were 
ominously black. A faint electric flickering shone over the 
dark north, and thunder muttered distantly. 

Isabel was aware of a sharp depression. Bill and Amy 
were spreading food upon an extemporized rocky table in 
the manner of experienced picnickers. What a fool she 
was, thought Isabel, to drag them off on this preposterous 
adventure. She would pay in aches and pains tomorrow 
for the unwonted exertion. Already a premonitory soreness 
assailed her thighs and shoulders. She wondered in what 
shape Evan found himself—how old was the man anyway? 

He had puffed a lot over the steeper places. But what a 
fool she was to meddle in other people’s love affairs! Always 
a thankless business and always wrong, whichever way 
things happened. Amy was a tiresome child, for all her 
loveliness quite without intellect. Bill was too outrageously 
male and successful. Evan high-strung and unbalanced, the 
perfect egoist. And she herself an impulsive fool. Could you 
find four more truly representative humans to set apart on 
a mountain top? Bill passed her a generous offering of 
Anna’s cold chicken and sandwiches on a cardboard plate, 
and she forgot her introspections. 

The sky grew lighter, the dark massed clouds stretching 
and thinning, and though the breeze had died, leaves moved 
uneasily far below them in an unfelt wind. While they were 
lighting cigarettes, pleased and relaxed after food, a few 
drops of rain fell on the rocks. Amy sprang up at once and 
began gathering cups and forks with frightened fingers. 
“Do hurry,” she cried, “it’s coming after all. Bill, do 


“T’m all indelicately 


hurry—” And as if in derision, a clear fork of lightning shot 
across the sky and the clap of thunder following filled all the 
air around them. . 

Amy shrieked thinly, “Oh—oh, I’m scared. 

“Why, Amy!” Isabel exclaimed, and Evan said so irritably 
that she was astonished, “Amy, don’t be childish.” But 
Bill took Amy’s arm and started down the path. “All right, 
old thing,” he said, “we won't let it bite you .— , 

Under the shelter of the trees they heard rain pattering 
on the leaves above them, and a murmur of wind in the top 
branches. Before they were gone very far the murmur had 
grown to an ugly moaning and rain was beating grimly 
through. They moved in twilight, in drenching downpour, 
slipping and staggering on the precipitous narrow path in 
single file. Bill first, then Amy, Isabel and finally Evan 
Bland, going like monkeys, depending on handholds rather 
than the greasy wet earth underfoot. 


ie WAS a nightmare. The darkness; the wild and gusty 
wind that came suddenly to life, lashing the trees and 
beating rain against their faces; treacherous gravel and 
slippery rocks; branches that whipped cruelly; the roar and 
tumult of thunder and the awful greenish glare of lightning. 
They would go on forever like this, wet and cold, slithering 
down an endless hill. Evan was talking about his hands, his 
precious hands. Torn tendons, broken wrists, rheumatism. 
It didn’t apparently occur to him that any one of them 
might fall and break a leg. Then where would they all be? 
Bill called back, “‘Mind that bad spot, Isabel! Bland, for 
heaven’s sake give Isabel a hand.’””’ And Evan muttered 
something about having his hands full already. 

Amy was almost weeping. “If we had only started back 
sooner. We could have telephoned from the farm. Mother 
will be perfectly frantic.” 

“We'll telephone from the farm anyway,” said Bill, 
“when this is over. She knows the operator won't answer 
while there’s a storm.” 

Dear old Bill. Safe and reasonable. Lucky Amy, to have 
Bill to lean on. Never again, Isabel vowed, would she obey 
one of her own wild impulses. Then suddenly the path 
levelled and grew grassy, and they were all running madly 
toward a dim light in the farmhouse window. There was 
Bill’s car, mud-splashed and streaked with the fury of the 
rain. There they were, four wet and miserable objects, 
huddled together on the little porch. 


GAWKY child of eight or so opened the door narrowly. 

“Maw!” she called shrilly, ‘it’s them people that left 
the car. They’s awful wet.” Her mother came from the 
kitchen, wiping her hands on a blue apron and surveying 
them with reproach. 

“Sif they was nuthin’ better to do than climb the Head 
on such a day!” she exclaimed indignantly. ‘Now I'll have 
to let you in, trackin’ mud all over— well, now, come in!” 

They trooped meekly after her, uncomfortably conscious 
of guilt under the clatter of her scolding tongue. The 
kitchen was gratetully warm—an enormous room lined with 
wooden shelves and cupboards, a huge black old range 
towering over everything. There was a pump in one corner, 
geraniums at a window hung with crisp and spotless muslin 
on a Sagging string. They stood, and the water that had 
dripped all down the narrow hall formed muddy pools on 
the scoured boards. The little girl stared at them, two little 
boys emerged from a corner and stared. A fat baby bellowed 
his dislike of the intrusion. Even the terrier that lay sleeping 
under the stove, groaning with age and asthma, a grotesque 
little barrel on legs, waddled out to snuffle disapproval. 
The room was full of noise and heat and the smell of oil 
lamps. 

“It beats all,” the woman said, shoving and slapping 
indiscriminately. “How kids do get under a body’s feet! 
Sit close to the stove, ladies. I’ve still my supper things to 
wash. My man’s away and I had the barn chores to do and 
all--Ee-laine, get out of my way. Go put the baby to bed. 
If folks weren't such fools —” 

Evan said haughtily, “My good woman, we’ll pay you 
for your trouble--"’ And Bill interrupted him in sudden 
anger, “Oh, shut up! And don’t mind him. It’s too bad to 
put you out like this. We were fools all right to try the 
mountain when Mr. Jones told us a storm might happen. 
You know Mr. Edward Jones, up the lake? This is his 
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Norah Gregor and Heather Thatcher, 
that promises to be very popular. 
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A charming new sludy of one of the younger 
stars, Dorothy Jordon, who is developing into 
an effective actress in emotional réles. 


The stage play was made into a movie in 1919, and now a dozen years later has been 
made over again with all modern improvements. 

The story concerns a band of crooks who learn of a faith-healer in a small village, 
and who decide to stage a mock miracle to bring the crowds, to collect money 
ostensibly for the erection of a suitable church for the Miracle Man himself—and 
then depart, as silently as they came, with the money. But the sincerity and truth 
of the old man so impress them that one by one they reform, and the picture ends 
in a scene of general piety. 

The new picture, to me, presents one of the most interesting aspects of movieland 
—how easy it is to overdo a thing and spoil it. The original silent picture was simply 
told; the hermit was a genuine figure who had lived for years in the mountains of 
California. In the new picture, while giving a well-turned-out stage performance, 





Lewis Stone, who has many fine réles to his credit, has a powerful characterization 
with Dorothy Jordon in “The Wet Parade.” 


Tyrone Power cannot help but lend an atmosphere of ‘‘staginess” which makes him unreal. In the 
original picture, the crookedness of the crooks was suggested. In the new, we are shown such 
depths of iniquity in the squalor of a city that it makes the final reformation seem ridiculous. So 
much time is taken up with stressing the wickedness of the quartette who come to develop the new 
“racket” that the very effect of the film has been lost. And then, to see men signing cheques for 
five and ten thousand dollars and handing them over cheerfully to a young girl to handle in trust 
for the Miracle Man, in these days of trust funds and chartered accountants, seemed rather more 
than most of the audience could credit. 

“The Miracle Man” also indicates how far we have gone in movie sophistication since the early 
days of pictures. We all love hokum, but it must have a flavor of the season about it. And we have 
seen so many delicately handled suggestions that we sit with a mental “‘oh, yeah?” when a one- 
time crook tiptoes around a room, giving an old man hot milk, tucking him into bed, and crooning 
baby talk at him. Hokum must be convincing. 

There’s an excellent illustration of just what I mean in ‘‘She Wanted a Millionaire.” Here is the 
ancient lay of the poor village girl, who leaves her humble village swain for the ways of the big 
world and the joys of being a millionaire’s wife. Yet the picture attains a satisfactory interpretation 
through being presented with all the flavor of 1932. Joan Bennett, the aforesaid village vamp, wins 
the title of ‘‘Miss Universe” at the Atlantic City beauty contest, and although her home-town 
hero had sent in her photograph and so brought her the opportunity, she attains a lifelong ambition 
and marries a millionaire. On her wedding night she learns that he has been married three times 
already, and that each of his wives has been cruelly punished because of his jealousy and suspicion. 
They go to live in a frightening old French castle, where the millionaire keeps a pack of ferocious 
dogs in the cellar and threatens to throw Joan to them if ever he catches her interested in any other 
man. A half-witted old servant; secret doors; devices which will bring the master the sound of any 
conversation in any other part of the house all make for a real sense of excitement. After a year of 
this sort of thing; after a year of being threatened with all manner of punishment, Joan meets her 
old sweetheart at the Carnival, and naively brings him home, to tell her husband that she is going 
to leave for home with him next morning. Whereat the gentleman, after seeing the hero safely off 
the premises, grabs Joan and runs down toward the dogs with her; but the half-witted servant 
turns on his master; shoots him—and the picture fades out with the fair Joan in full control of the 
millionaire’s money, and her village hero to boot. 

There’s the general trend of “‘She Wanted a Millionaire.” Yet it’s good film entertainment. 
Probably because of the homely, sincere acting of the country boy, and the pert impudence of 
Una Merkle, who is always amusing. {Continued on page 52} 
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“Movi ES 


by BYRNE HOPE SANDERS 


A page of monthly news and notes, 


of previews and reviews —for 


movie fans every where 


Toone BACK over the month’s crop of movies, it 
seems to me that “Tarzan’’ will probably interest more 
people in any given audience of men, women and children 
than any other picture of the season. So often a palpitating 
love scene that will have the young people holding hands 
harder than ever, elicits nothing but sighs and weary inertia 
from older people and children. So often a delicately handled 
bit of subtlety will enthrall those who like their ideas 
suggested rather than plastered on with a trowel—while 
half the audience is obviously bored and mildly amused. 

But “Tarzan” appeals to everyone; and therefore it 
should be one of the big moneymakers of the season. The 
night I saw Tarzan, I'll wager that two thirds of the audience 
had sat through the picture twice. I know I did, and I could 
hear the eager comments on every side, which proved that 
folks knew just what was going to happen next. 

Tarzan brings Johnny Weismuller for the first time to the 
talkies as the ape man of the jungle; and his performance, 
silent except for his blood-curdling calls through the tree- 


Russia during the days of the revolution is the setting for “‘The World and the Flesh’ 
with George Bancroft and Miriam Hopkins. 


tops, is entirely satisfactory. But oh, Hollywood, spare us 
the presentations of Johnny as the play-boy of Fifth Avenue. 

Personally I found *“Tarzan”’ more thrilling than ‘“Trader 
Horn.” This seems hardly fair when it is considered that the 
‘Trader Horn”’ pictures were taken in Africa itself, while 
‘‘Tarzan’s”’ were cleverly faked into the picture. It may 
have been the feminine satisfaction of seeing Maureen 
O'Sullivan really looking as if she had lived in the forest for 
days; of seéing her ducked in the water and coming up with 
wet straggly hair rather than the perpetual tonsorial per- 
fection of the lassie in ‘“Trader Horn’”’ who moved through- 
out her adventures without disturbing one marcelled curl. 
But, joking aside, the acting in ‘““Tarzan’”’ is excellent, the 
animal pictures superb, and the whole picture makes excel- 
lent entertainment. The story is so well known that we’ll 
leave its details out, and pass on to the next picture. 

“The Miracle Man” is excellently staged and has a cast 
of first-class stars to bring back to life this drama written 
for the stage by Frank L. Packard, of Montreal, in 1914. 
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One of the exciting 
new pictures of ad- 
ventures in the atr, 
following the sensa- 
tional ‘‘Hell’s 
Angels’’ is ‘‘Sky 
Brides’ with Richard 
Arlen, Robert 
Coogan and Jack 
Oakie. 


A scene from “But the Flesh is Weak” 
the new comedy with Robert Montgomery, 
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The highly diverting comedy o 


of a coal town hero who 


refused to wear alii F 


by EVA L. BRUCE 


I. THREE minutes the eight o’clock whistle would 
blow, but Sarah Billings would be ready for it, as she had 
been ready every Monday morning for a year. Bending 
over the washtub she swept and swirled the bluing water 
with one searching hand in case a stray handkerchief had 
escaped. The starched flares of her dust cap fell forward 
like brooding wings about her temples as if they meant to 
hide her brows from the stern features beneath. They were 
such sprawling, inconsequent, want-to-be-happy brows 
with red lights in their fairness, that all Sarah’s spare- 
fleshed, hard-muscled body seemed to contradict, reproach 
and defy them. Her high, stiff-boned corset made a ridge 
between her shoulder blades as she lifted aside the clothes 
basket with its neat stack of snowy linen. 

All ready —-except 

On the kitchen table lay a pair of striped pyjamas, 
aggressively clean and dry, carefully folded and pressed. 
Sarah picked up the coat, shook it viciously and plunged 
it in the water. The wide pants, gaily tasselled, seemed to 
swagger for a minute on the wet coat, then crumpling at 
the knees, sank under Sarah's ruthless hand. 

Swish—-swish—round the tub she sent them till no sign 
of a fold was left before she wrung them into a twistec 
pink and blue rope and threw them on the clothes basket. 

“Who-e-e-e-e-e-e!” 

Sarah was out on the box-like verandah giving the pulley 
line an experimental jerk before the sound of the whistle 
faded out. With a quick, challenging toss of her head she 
raked the double row of cottages for sign of a wash-filled 
line, but each backyard was as empty as a loader’s bucket 
at the end of a shift. 

A poor, lazy, shiftless lot, Sarah reminded herself, as she 
pinned the pyjama coat by the side seams. The line screeched 
slowly over the pulley-—-and opened every door in Coal 
Town. One minute the camp lay asleep in the early light 
of the June morning, then every back door framed a house- 
wife with an ash can. 

Never before had Sarah seen the like. As a well-trained 
chorus might step-dance its entrance across a stage, each 
housewife pranced down her backyard, a cloud of dust rose 
from a dozen ash piles simultaneously, then with one 
movement the women turned toward Sarah Billings. 

Sarah stared down the populated alleyway, then looked 
quickly behind her as an empty ash pan rattled to the 
ground. Mrs. Haggerty stood, bracing her girth against the 
fence, the family comb protruding like a small-toothed 
harrow on eash side of her knob of greying hair; her apron, 
caught between layers of breast and stomach, needed no 


tying to keep it in place. 
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“Good mornin’, Mrs. Haggerty,’’ cried the chorus, 
ignoring Sarah. 

““Mornin’,”’ said Mrs. Haggerty, “‘ain’t you wimmen got 
yer wash out yet?” 

With trembling fingers Sarah fumbled the clothes-pin 
bag. They were baiting her for being clean, for shaming 
them with the whiteness of her wash, the tidiness of her 
backyard. That was it-—that was all. 

“No,” chanted the chorus, ‘have you?” 

“Me?” Mrs. Haggerty bridled in mock horror, “I wash 
every Monday mornin’—I—”’ 

“What d’ye wash?” they interrupted, too anxious for the 
climax to indulge Mrs. Haggerty’s desire to overplay her 

rs. 

“T'll be tellin’ ye, if ye’ll no tell a livin’ sowl,’’ her voice 
sank to a hoarse, carrying whisper. “‘My man sleeps in his 
underwear, but I wash his pyjamas every week.”’ 

For a breath Sarah hung on the line as limp as the towel 
she had just pinned. Laughter racketed about her. Her 
cheeks were scorching flames of shame and anger. Her 
hands jigged about the taut wire in futile motions. Her 
knees were water. Somehow she hung the last pillow slip, 
somehow she kept her back stiff and her step unharried as 
she entered the house, but once inside 

Oh, if only she could lay hands on Jake Billings. If only 
he would walk in at the door what a satisfaction it would 
be. The drunken, blitherin’, blattin’, prideless—That’s 
where he had been Saturday night. Hadn't he said some- 
thing about Haggerty’s when he was staggering his way to 
bed. He’d been there, in that dirty shanty, drinking with 
Tim Haggerty and he'd told them—told them—She could 
kill him for the shame he had put upon her. If he had done 
it just to be paying her out, she wouldn’t mind so much, 
but just to be a blitherin’, blattin’, prideless fool. A fool, 
and obstinate as a mule on that one thing. Not all the 
talking she could do had ever moved him when it came to 
wearing the pyjamas. Not even on their wedding night 
and her so proud to be giving him so genteel a present. 

Jake Billings had a hook nose, a crick in his neck caused 
by a fall of coal, and the air of a thoughtful parrot meditating 


With beating heart Sarah faced them. 
They were baiting her for being clean, 
for shaming them with the whiteness of 
her wash, the tidiness of her backyard. 
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Illustrated by Jack Keay 


profanity. He had stood, braces dangling to his knees, 
hairy-backed hands grasping his pant band, and looked 
down at the gaily striped pyjamas. How he had laughed 
and made fun. And now he had told the Haggertys and the 
Haggertys had told the whole camp. . . 

The camp hated Sarah from the first hour of her installa 
tion in the company cottage assigned to Jake Billings, 
Loader. Her voice, shrill with disgust, had dealt mercilessly 
with “the kind o’ wimmen that fling their dish water off 
the back step.” In turn the women had pitied Jake Billings 
scraping his feet by the hour on an iron scraper, and they 
had jeered when Sarah took spade, hoe and rake to the 
dank and sullen backyard; that is, they had jeered till rows 
of harassed-looking vegetables greened its sour surface. 

And Sarah had joyed in their hatred, chuckling with acid 
relish when the housewives nearest her were driven by the 
sharpness of comparison to grudging, resentful efforts at 
tidying their own yards. 

Oh, she had held her head high and lorded it over them, 
and showed them up for the idle, shiftless lot they were, 
but now 

She’d never be able to set her foot outside her door inthe 
daytime. She was broken by the most terrible of weapons. 
The Haggerty brats would cry her shame and humiliation. 
How could she hang the pyjamas on the line? How could 
she not hang them? 

If only Jake Billings would step in at that door, what a 
satisfaction that would be. How could she wait till he came 
up with the afternoon shift? If only she could go down the 
mine, snatch his coal pick from him and kill him with it. 
The drunken, blitherin’, blattin’, prideless fool. 


LL forenoon Sarah jerked through the three small 

rooms, lifting this, laying that, trying with feverish 

activity to hurry the slow moving hands of the squat alarm 
clock. 

““Who-e-e-e-e-e-e |” 

Twelve o'clock. Jake Billings would be sitting, his back 
against the coal face, lunch bucket between his knees, Tim 
Haggerty haunched beside him, egging Jake on till every 
loader in the south end was killing himself over the pyjamas. 
Oh, how could she wait! 

Four o’clock. Sarah stood by the window, her eyes on 
the alleyway. There was Nell Whiffley’s man striding home, 
Kate Callum’s man, Andy Kelly, Tim Haggerty—all of 
them hurrying like they had something to come home for, 
but Jake Billings that had a clean house and a well cooked 
meal waiting for him must needs take his time. Jake 
Billings! Ah, there he was at last, meandering along like a 
sheep herder, opening his lunch bucket to feed crusts to a 
mongrel pup, stopping to set a dirty-nosed Haggerty brat 
on its feet 

On the doorstep he was hidden from the eyes of her wrath, 
but her ears hummed with the exasperation of his leisurely 
rasp, rasp across the iron scraper. 

“Will ye come in?” Her voice shook with the weight of its 
bitterness as she yanked the door back to the wall. 

Jake took his eyes from the wash-filled line-——the crick in 
his neck had become so pronounced {Continued on page 42} 
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The Leader of A Million Girls— 


White, Black and Yellow 


An exclusive interview with the gentle little Dutch lady who is W orld’s 
§ y 
President of the Y.W.C.A. and who has been visiting Canada 


by 
CONSTANCE 
TEMPLETON 


Ore a million girls, white, black, and 
yellow, are represented by Miss van Asch 
van Wyck, gentle Dutch lady, who is world’s 
president of the Young Women’s Christian 
Association. 

Two years ago in Budapest she was elected 
by members of the national councils of the 
Y. W. C. A. from all over the world. Since 
then, her home in Holland has been the 
pivotal centre of the work of the Association 
among girls throughout the world. 

On her election, Miss van Asch van Wyck 
startled her audience by making a difficult 
speech on the Constitution, first in Dutch, 
then English, then French, then German, and 
then rapidly translating some of the salient 
points into several other tongues for the 
benefit of certain smaller groups sitting near 
the front of the hall. As she herself modestly 
puts it, she is ‘“‘at home in only five languages, 
but can read, speak and understand nine.” 
She is first and always a citizen of Holland, 
but after that an Internationalist, and speaks 
as readily of Argentine and Brazil as she does 
of her own countryside or neighboring 
Germany. 

On her recent trip to Canada, ‘Miss van 
Asch” appeared anything but learned, and 
anything but foreign when Chatelaine called 
to see her. She was beautifully dressed in a 
brown and white printed silk, and had the 
shy manner and low soft voice of the charm- 
ing, cultured woman. Her hair is richly 
brown, and brushed to a soft roll at the nape 
of her neck. Just here and there in her 
pronunciation is a hint of something different, 
as in the way she says “‘assossiation.”” Her 
eyes are large and brown, and as she talks 
she has a trick of turning them on some 
imaginative picture she is painting, that 
makes the countries that she talks about 
seem very near and real. 

“We are hoping to start a branch soon on 
the West Coast of Africa,”’ she said, ‘‘for the 
Bantu women. Their need there is very great. 
They have a little education in the interior and then come 
out to the coast to work, and it is all so very new and 
strange to them.” 

“But would you appeal to them in the same way,”’ she 
was asked, “‘as to the girls, for instance, of Europe?” 

“Oh, yes,” she answered, smiling. “Girls all over the 
world are the same.” 

“Modern” girls, she believes, are very much a minority. 
Moreover, they are no novelty. They have always existed. 
The average, normal, healthy girl is no harder to manage 
today than she always was. 

“But girls are more independent, now!’ 

“Of course!’’ 

“They resent discipline. 
They won't obey rules!” 

“I don’t think so,” said Miss van Asch van Wyck. “It is 


not like that in Europe.” 


They demand their own way. 


N THE Nationalist associations of the countries of 

Europe the girls obey the strictest discipline, and even 
seem to want it. It is for them a form of pulling together 
for the same end. They will undergo any hardship, any 
suffering, for the sake of their loyalties. 

“That is, perhaps, the difference in the women of today,” 
said Miss van Asch. “Her loyalties are wider. She has no 








Miss van Asch van Wyck, who was in Canada recently, has 
proved that girls of all races have the same problems —but that 
they are facing new loyalties. 


longer just to think of herself and her own life and family. 
She has, too, the nation. And there is something higher 
than that, I like to think myself— something of the world, 
something of all women, a sort of idealism.” 

“*You believe then in women going into business? Married 
women?” 

“In my country, as a rule,”’ she said, making quite a 
fascinating guttural of the 7, ‘our married women do not 
work in business. They stay at home. We think it is better 
for the children so, that they should look after them. 

‘Then, too, there is a feeling that it is not fair to the men. 
It lowers salaries and makes it hard for them, if it is felt 
that they do not have to support their wives. In our 
country, except in the poorest factory districts, a married 
woman whose husband has a job is expected to work in her 
home.” 

“Do you think there is a reaction against women in 
business now?” 

“‘No-o, not against them. I think they are settling down. 
We are not so noisy about our independence. It is more 
taken for granted.” 

‘‘A woman’s loyalty, then, is first to her home?” 

“To her home, yes, and her husband and her children. 
Then to her country. Then to—the world.” 

“Can a girl then be loyal to an older generation?” 


“Yes, of course; but perhaps sometimes to 
something higher.” 

“How do you think girls can be taught 
loyalty? How do you teach them, in the 
Y. W. C. A.? How do the leaders of your 
organization try to guide them?” 

“It is by a feeling of fellowship. Here in this 
country the associations can do it better than 
we over there—your associations are so many 
sided. There are so many interests for the 
girls to follow—not rules, not molds—as you 
might say, a sort of understanding, a respect 
for personality. 

“In Europe we try for that, too, but we 
have no club houses like you have here. We 
do it by meetings and papers—particularly 
by meetings and camps. It is the aim of our 
association to promote fellowship among ail 
women.” 

“What do you think is woman’s work 
mission in the world?’ 

Her face lighted with a shy pleasure. She 
hesitated for a moment, questioningly, and 
then said quietly, ‘‘Peace.”’ 

“World peace?” 

“It is all the same,” she said. “It comes 
from understanding, sympathy. We are 
proud in our association that it was our 
representative, Miss Dingman, of England, 
who was chosen to present to the Conference 
at Geneva the peace petitions of the women’s 
associations from all the world. There were 
petitions there from women of all nations 
four million signed names, representing forty- 
five millions of women. Even the members 
of the League were impressed. They had the 
feeling perhaps before, ‘Oh, this is some 
women’s shenanigan; we must get through 
with it.’ But afterwards I think they felt 
differently.” 

“Are women more inclined for peace than 
men?” 

“They should be. Men are the fighters, 
women the peacemakers. Then, too, they 
came into public life really for the first time 
after the World War. The suffering and 
sorrow of that time were very fresh in their 
minds. They have been able to realize, moré 
because they were fresh to such things, the 
utter futility of it. It was all so useless. And 
women can say so. With a man, he must be 
afraid always that people will say, ‘Oh yes, 
he is against war because he is afraid he will 
have to go.” Women need not fear that. 
They are not called cowards because they ask for peace. 
And they have such enthusiasm, too. I think that is the 
great thing that women have to bring to the world—their 
enthusiasm for peace.” 

“Even to fighting for it?” 

She smiled again. “That is the great danger,” she said, 
“that women should think they have to fight for things.” 
She shook her head. “It is not a matter for fighting. It is 
just being. 

“Peace, for women, is not a battle cry. It is an attitude 
of mind.” 

It is an attitude that is very clearly reflected in Miss 
van Asch van Wyck herself, and in the whole fabric of the 
National Young Women’s Christian Association. Through 
its hundreds of branches in all corners of the world the 
association aims to serve “‘not because its ideas and ideals 
are extraordinary, but as a structure on which ideas and 
ideals may pass.”’ 

_ It is a medium for the exchange of ideas among one 
individual, one class, one nation, and another, working on 
Christian principles of social and international conduct, 
“so that justice, love and unique value of every human life 
shall apply to national and international as well as personal 
relations.” These are principles of the “Y” that have a 
worthy exponent in this charming little lady from Holland. 


her 
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IL. DOES not need much soda water to make a glass of 
lemonade or fruit punch even more delicious. Perhaps it’s 
the “fizz” that does it; the lively bubbling of the liquid is 
interesting to watch and seems to give a plain drink an extra 
fillip of flavor. 

The same gas—carbon dioxide—which produces this 
pleasant result serves the cook in other ways. It gives that 
desirable lightness and tenderness of texture to almost all 
flour mixtures, making them more palatable and attractive 
in appearance. 

Though we do not use soda water in such cases, the gas 
must be produced within the mixture by the action of one 
ingredient upon another. Sometimes we depend on yeast, a 
tiny plant which grows and multiplies in the dough. During 
the process which we call fermentation, a gas is formed 
causing the mixture to become porous and light and to 
grow in volume. Then when the bread is put in the oven, 
heat destroys these little plants, the growth stops and the 
carbon dioxide is driven off. Meantime the gluten of the 
hard wheat flour, which has become stretched, is being 
“set” by the high temperature and makes a framework or 
structure for the loaf. This explains the rising of bread and 
its characteristic shape when baked. 

Yeast requires for its growth food which is supplied by 
the sugar and starch in the dough, moisture provided by the 
liquid used, and warmth. The yeast is most active around 
eighty degrees Fahrenheit, and for this reason the ingre- 
dients should be lukewarm when combined, and the mixture 
held at a suitable temperature during the rising. A lower 
temperature slows down or arrests altogether the fermen- 
tation and we take advantage of this fact when we keep 
the dough for ice-box rolls in the refrigerator for use as 
occasion arises. On the other hand, if we want to speed up 
the raising of our bread we place the sponge or dough in a 
warmer place, allowing it to reach a higher temperature 
but not more than ninety degrees Fahrenheit, or the loaf 
will be very porous and there is danger of the dough souring 
in a short time. 

The proportion of yeast used depends on the length of 


Helen cs, Campbell, Director 
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You'll find all 
the questions that 
have puzzled you 
in your use of 
yeast, baking 
powder or soda, 
answered in this 
article; if not, 
the Institute will 
be glad to advise 
you. 


To Leaven the Loaf | 


Another lesson in the Institute's Home Baking Course discusses 


everything that a good cook should know about leavening agents 


by HELEN G. 


CAMPBELL, 


Director of the Chatelaine Institute 


time you wish to give the dough to rise. You may hasten 
the fermentation by increasing the amount of yeast, and 
if the dough is handled properly, there is no danger that 
the bread will have a yeasty taste, even when a good deal 
is added. 

Yeast plays an important réle in the making of many 
products which are familiar and popular items on the bill 
of fare—rolls, buns and fancy loaves in variety. Their 
lightness and good texture, in some degree their nutritive 
value, digestibility and flavor are due to the veast. House- 
keepers may buy this product in either of two forms— 
compressed or dried cakes. In the former, the yeast cells 
are moist and ready for action as soon as conditions are 
suitable, but the dried yeast requires a longer time and 
must be started in a sponge before the rest of the flour is 
added. This makes the bread-making process longer, and 
for this reason compressed yeast has become more generally 
used. The excellent keeping quality of the dry yeast cake, 
however, is an advantage when a fresh supply is not easily 


available. Compressed yeast will deteriorate quickly and 
must be stored in a cold place—about 45 to 50 degrees 
Fahrenheit. 


Soda with an acid is another leavening agent frequently 
used in a variety of flour mixtures. It is quick and efficient 
in its action, easy to control and available everywhere. 
Commercial baking powder is a combination of those two 
ingredients in convenient form and is used in innumerable 
recipes which cover a wide range of popular dishes. 

There are three types of baking powder on the market 
tartrate, phosphate and alum, named according to the 


source and nature of the acid used. Soda is used in all, and a 
little cornstarch is added to keep the powder dry and 
prolong its keeping quality. In a tartrate baking powder, 
the cream of tartar and tartaric acid used are obtained from 
grapes and is more costly than the acid used in phosphate 
powders. Alum types are least expensive. All three kinds 
of baking powder are, however, efficient and wholesome. 
They all act in similar fashion, aerating the batter or dough 
and making it light. As the carbon dioxide is developed, 
small bubbles form within the mixture and behave in some- 
what the same way as we see them in a liquid to which 
soda water is added. Thus the whole mass is lifted or raised 
and made porous and light. 

As baking powder acts much more promptly than yeast, 
most of the products in which it is used should be put into 
the oven as soon as they are mixed or an inferior texture 
will result. If they must be kept some time before baking, 
place them in the refrigerator as the action is arrested or 
retarded by a cold temperature. Immediate cooking is 
especially important when a phosphate or alum type of 
baking powder is used, as these are quicker in action, 
beginning at once when the liquid is added to the mixture 
whereas tartrate powders require heat to free the gas 
completely. 

Baking powder is invariably used in the proportion of 
two teaspoonfuls to each cupful of flour in the recipe. The 
amount may be decreased somewhat if eggs are added, as 
they, too, tend to lighten the mixture. 

Sometimes we depend upon beaten eggs alone to incor- 
porate sufficient air to raise the {Continued on page 49} 
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My Dogs of the North <3 


The thrilling story of a woman who has lived for weeks at a time 


in the north— with dogs her only companions ; who would never 


have heard the sound of her own voice had she not spoken to them 
I 


by 


LUTA 
MUNDAY 





Two eager, anxious youngsters, only too 
eager to find out what it is all about. 


“With eye upraised, his master’s look to see, 
The joy, the solace, and the aid of man; 
The rich man’s guardian, and the poor man’s friend, 
The only creature faithful to the end.’’—Crabbe. 


M, LOVE for dogs and dependence upon them for 
my most pleasant companionship 
will be, perhaps, incomprehensible 
to many who live among friends of 
their own kind. But when it is 
remembered that for fourteen years 
of my married life I lived in districts 
where there were only two white 
families; then where the few white 
people in the country were widely 
scattered; and later in a land where 
there were no white people at all, 
and where, if I had wanted to call 
upon my next white woman neigh- 
, bor, I should have had to travel for 
a month, with dogs, to do so, my 
feelings may be a little understood. 
During the absence of my hus- 
band for weeks at a time on patrol, 
my own pet dogs were my only 
companions. I would never have 
heard the sound of my own voice 
had I not spoken to them, and 
unconsciously to myself I talked to 
them as to another person and they 
soon grew to understand me. They 
would stand looking at me with 
understanding and love in their eyes 
—such love! Is there anything else 





Another snapshot by the writer, of some of her dogs, 
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Mrs. Mundav in her northern outfit 
poses with one of her farorttes. 


his mind to go out on a hunting trip. 

In winter, of course. they were fed 
regularly, but in the summer only now 
and then, and so, very often, they went 
off for a week or two hunting for them- 
selves. On these occasions I did not go 
very far from the barracks alone. Their 





in the world like it? And when they spoke to me, asking to 
be taken for a walk, telling me that they heard other dogs 
or the natives around the cabin, or asking for their dinner, is 
it to be wondered at that I also understood them and that to 
me their voices were sweet music in that land of silence? 

When a husky dog is well fed he is most friendly and 
tractable and can be trained from a pup as any domestic 
dog can be trained, but when half starved he is more like a 
wolf and snatches wildly at anything in the hope of finding 
food. He will eat almost anything, very often his own 
traces, deerskin robes, kuletangs or shoes, if they are left 
out of the igloos at night; even soap he seems to find a 
savory morsel. 

For hours I have stood at the window studying the native 
dogs, each with its different nature and different character- 
istics just as people have. First, there was the leader, not 
only of the train but of the pack. Sometimes a dog is chosen 
by his master for a leader on account of his qualifications for 
work, not for his intelligence; but when a dog has both he is 
a leader of some consequence. Our last lead dog was, in every 
sense, a leader——in size, in ability to work, and in his power 
of dominating the other dogs, who were without a single 
exception his obsequious followers. He at no time mixed 
with them or looked at them, but his every move was 
watched by every dog in the team. Closely as I looked, i 
could never see him give any signal when he had made up 





Each dog has his different nature and different characteristics, just as 
people have. Each inflection of their voices has a different meaning. 


on a barren stretch of their country. 


feeding days were the most exciting 
events of the week. Ox-Shute (Strong) 
was the first satisfied. He ate his own 
share and then as much of the share 
of the others as he wished to take. He 
simply pounced on the other dog, who 
dropped his food and ran, rarely, if ever, showing resistance. 
though among themselves they were all strong and constant 
fighters. When Ox-Shute claimed the dinner of one of the 
other dogs, it was the beginning of the most awful battle, as 
the deprived dog at once seized the blubber of another dog 
and so on in turn, until every dog in the pack was fighting 
but Ox-Shute. He, though the cause of it all, calmly con- 
tinued to eat as much as he desired, not even raising his 
head during the appalling row that went on until the natives 
were able to separate the dogs and restore a measure of peace 
among them. When he had chosen his mate, woe betide any 
dog who looked sideways at her or received a glance from her. 

Most of the huskies are quite tolerant of pups and behave 
as befits a big dog to a small one, but we had two dogs which 
were puppy eaters. No puppy up to a certain size was safe 
from them! They could and did break through any obstruc- 
tion, until finally we built a very secure kennel with a run- 
way surrounded and covered with iron bars and heavy wire 
There being no soil in the country they could not dig under 
the kennel as they otherwise might have done. 





UPPIES learn very early in life to fend for themselves, 

and a very hard life they have. Although, as I have said. 
the big dogs generally do not molest them, it is quite different 
when there is any food about, or when they think there is 
Then a frantic rush is made by the big dog; the puppy drops 
anything he may have and yells 
loud and long. If it is food the dog 
eats it, if it is not, he is usually so 
angry that he nips the puppy and 
gives him a shaking. The puppy. 
howling lustily, runs out of sight 
only to have the same thing repeated 
by another grown-up. Sometimes 
several dogs make a rush for what 
the pup may have, then he scampers 
out of the way and the big ones fight 
it out. Usually there is more noise 
than anything else. a husky’s hair 
being so thick that unless the fight 
is prolonged they do not show signs 
of it. We always had whips handy 
and every real fight had to be 
stopped. They occurred on an 
average once a day, and if the dogs 
were lamed. it meant that we could 
not travel and that was always 
serious. 

The natives are expert in the use 
of the whips, which have a lash 
about thirty feet in length. They 
are able to pick out any dog they 
may wish to chastise, no matter 
how close {Continued on page 39} 
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EAT SOUP 
AND KEEP WELL 
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How to serve 


a few 


Vegetables grown right here in 
our own brilliant Canadian sun- 
shine and vigorous Northern cli- 
mate! Vegetables which are the 
very finest that money can buy! 
Vegetables which have been pre- 
pared, blended and cooked in 
Campbell’s famous Canadian kit- 
chens, according to the exclusive 
Campbell’s recipe! All in the one 
delicious and substantial soup — a 
meal in itself —a luncheon that 
never fails to tempt your appetite, 
delight your taste, satisfy your hun- 
ger. Campbell’s Vegetable Soup 


MADE IN CANADA BY THE CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY LTD, 





15 vegetables 
for luncheon! 


Ready for your table in 


minutes ! 





should be in your house always 





—ready at an instant’s notice to 
supply its healthful, abundant 
nourishment. 


The longer I live, 
The more that I see, 

Just proves to me Campbell’s 
The best that can be! 


21 kinds to choose from... 


Asparagus Mulligatawny 
ean Mutton 

Beef Ox Tail 

Bouillon Pea 

Celery Pepper Pot 


Chicken with Rice Printanier 
Clam Chowder Tomato 
Consommé Tomato-Okra 
Julienne Vegetable 
Mock Turtle Vegetable-Beef 
Vermicelli-Tomato 


12 cents a can 
(including Chicken with Rice) 


LOOK FOR THE 
RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 


NEW TORONTO, ONTARIO 
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The name—quick breads—suggest the short time necessary for their preparation, a particular advantage these busy days. 


This Month—Quick BREADS 


Scones, muffins, griddle cakes, waffles, fruit and nut loaves—these 
come next in the Institute's Home Baking Course? 


by HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


Director of the Chatelaine Institute 


().-« BREADS is a broad and elastic term covering 
those less rich flour mixtures which appear on our tables in 
varied guise as scones, biscuits, muffins, griddle cakes, 
waffles, fruit and nut loaves, and many other familiar 
forms. It is a descriptive name; the ‘“quick’’ part dis- 
tinguishes these products from the yeast-raised breads dis- 
cussed in Chatelaine last month, while the “breads” marks 
them as something plainer and less expensive than cake. 
The name suggests, too, the short time necessary for their 
preparation. It is not long after we begin to mix the ingred- 
ients until the dish is out of the oven and ready to serve. 
An advantage. surely, in these busy days! 

Any or all of the products which come under this heading 
contain flour, salt, shortening, liquid, a leavening agent 
which is speedy in its action of raising the batter or dough, 
and usually some sugar. 

The basic recipes differ in the proportion of ingredients or 
in the method of mixing and each may be varied consider- 
ably by the use of different flours or liquids, by the addition 
of eggs, extra fats or sugar. Fruit, nuts or a happy com- 
bination of both, a clever blending of spices, a novel shape 
or attractive garnish make the list of possible variations 
very wide. 

Bread flour from hard wheat or pastry flour made from 
the softer varieties will give equally good results if the 
differences between them are understood and the recipes 
modified accordingly. For example, if the former is substi- 
tuted for the latter type, decrease the amount of bread 
flour by two tablespoonfuls for every cupful stated in the 
recipe. On the other hand if the recipe calls for bread flour 
and vou wish to use a pastry type, add two tablespoonfuls 


to each cup. In all cases the flour should be sifted before 
measuring. 

Other varieties are often used in combination with white 
flour but cannot replace it altogether, as they contain less 
gluten than is necessary for satisfactory results. Whole 
wheat or graham flour, rye, buckwheat, cornmeal, many 
prepared cereals and other grain products contribute charac- 
teristic flavor and offer opportunity for interesting variety. 

The liquid is usually milk, sweet or sour. Condensed, 
evaporated and powdered forms may be used with satis- 
faction if diluted or combined according to the directions on 
the container. If substituting buttermilk or sour milk for 
fresh, reduce the baking powder to one half the amount 
called for and add one quarter of a teaspoonful of soda for 
each cupful of the liquid. Or instead of this adjustment, 
omit the baking powder altogether and use one half tea- 
spoonful of soda to every cupful of well soured milk. If the 
milk is only “turned,” the proportion of soda should be 
lessened somewhat, the exact amount depending upon the 
acidity of the liquid. 

Water may replace part or all of the milk if desired; the 
results will be equally good in texture but the nutritive 
value is less. Soda in combination with some acid lightens or 
leavens the mixture. Commercial baking powder is a blend 
of these two in correct proportion, and because of its con- 
venient form is widely used for the purpose. The usual 
proportion is two teaspoonfuls of baking powder to each 
cupful of flour. The necessary acid may be supplied by such 
liquids as molasses, sour milk or buttermilk, in which case 
soda and baking powder or soda alone is used, as suggested 
in the foregoing paragraph. 

Eggs help to make the product light; shortening gives 
tenderness of texture, and salt and sugar add desirable 
flavor. 

The proportion of liquids (including the eggs) to the dry 
ingredients determines the consistency of the mixture. 


When equal, the result is a pour batter of which griddle 
cakes and pop-overs are examples. Half as much liquid as 
flour gives a thick or drop batter such as is used for muffins. 
A soft dough for biscuits requires one part liquid to three 
parts of flour and a stiff dough requires one part ofliquid to 
four parts of flour. 

There are, generally speaking, two methods of mixing — 
the ‘‘biscuit’’ and the ‘‘muffin’’ method. In the former, the 
dry ingredients are sifted together, the shortening worked 
into them and the liquid added This method produces 
flakiness in the product but overmanipulation must be 
avoided. In the “muffin” way the combined liquids are 
added to the sifted dry ingredients, then the melted short- 
ening is stirred into this. Too much mixing or beating at this 
stage is apt to cause “‘tunnels” and inferior coarse texture. 

Occasionally, for gingerbread and other richer mixtures, 
the procedure is the same as when mixing a cake. The 
shortening and sugar are creamed together, the eggs added, 
and, alternately, the liquid and dry ingredients. 

A hot oven is desirable for most forms of quick breads. 
The temperature depends on the kind and size of product. 
They should be baked as soon as possible after the ingred- 
ients are combined unless the batter or dough is kept quite 
cold meanwhile. Otherwise the products will not be so light 

Many housekeepers who wish to serve hot muffins for 
breakfast save time by mixing the dry ingredients the night 
before and placing the bowl in the refrigerator until morning 
when the liquid is added and the muffins baked for about 
twenty minutes in a hot oven. The foresighted hostess often 
keeps the dough for biscuits or the batter for waffles in her 
refrigerator ready for quick service. Or she has on hand a 
fruit or nut loaf which will keep moist and fresh for several 
days and proves a great convenience on many occasions. 

There are innumerable uses for quick breads in any or all 
of the three meals a day. They are often served at the tea 
hour, at evening refreshments, late [Continued on page 51} 
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The? 


MECHANICAL 
REFRIGERATOR 


At the factory and in the kitchen the Institute 
studies this safe, silent, faithful and untiring 
servant on which the housekeeper depends for 


the preservation of her food 


by HELEN G. CAMPBELL, 


Director of the Chatelaine Institute 


Ei the modern housekeeper sigh for the ‘‘good old 
days?” No, indeed! In her opinion they were not so good. 
She knows too well the inconveniences to which her pre- 
decessors had to submit, and thanks her lucky stars for a 
cheery sunlit kitchen equipped with all manner of time- 
and labor-saving devices. For with a new and truer perspec- 
tive of this business of housekeeping she cooks and cleans 
intelligently and well, but demands free hours for the other 
important duties of a real homemaker. 

The chatelaine of today is a particular person with a 
knowledge of food and her own ideas of how it should be 
handled. She has turned a scornful back on the cracker 
barrel and the pickle tub, demanding sealed containers for 
both products. She has no place to hang a quarter of beef 
but casts a critical eye on the cut she buys for the family 

















dinner, letting it be known that she wants her meat 
inspected, held in a sanitary place at the proper temperature, 
and delivered to her in A-1 condition. 

Nor is she content with antiquated methods of keeping it 
in her own home. The primitive cave, the cool dugout by 
the spring, the cellar, the back porch, the window sill or the 
bucket hung down the well, fall, in her opinion, far short of 
perfection as a storage place for food. Nothing less than an 
up-to-date system which provides fast, cheap and easy 
cooling will quite suit her. And because the mechanical 
refrigerator solves her problem in an efficient and sanitary 
fashion it has become almost a household necessity. It is 
the safe, silent, faithful and untiring servant on which she 
depends for the preservation of her food. 

In it she stores products from the four corners of the earth 
to make the nation’s bill of fare more healthful, more 
appetizing and more interesting. For refrigeration has 
brought the markets of the world to the housekeeper’s door; 
has lengthened seasons, levelled prices, improved quality, 
and made possible a variety undreamed of a few years ago. 
Truly climates, seasons and distance all shake hands in the 
kitchen of the modern Canadian home. 

So the housekeeper doffs her hat to progress and offers 
grateful tribute to the genius which has made it all possible. 
And it is genius with an infinite capacity for taking pains 
which one sees behind the doors of Canadian factories where 
mechanical refrigerating units are built for Canadian women. 


refrigerator. 
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Every refrigerator is given a trial run and tested 
for general efficiency before it leaves the factory. 


Precision, accuracy and care are the watchwords of those 
skilled craftsmen who, piece by piece, produce refrigerators 
to serve the housekeeper economically and dependably. 
Good materials, honest workmanship and sound engineering 
go into the mechanism and the cabinet, while constant 
research is carried on to improve the product and to devise 
new features which add to its convenience. Rigid tests of 
all parts, constant inspection all along the line, careful 
attention to every detail are the precautions taken against 
weak links in the chain of manufacture and combine to 
achieve the high standard of quality demanded at the 
factory. 

It is only after each bolt, each valve, each little cog is 
well machined, scrutinized and passed as perfect that they 
are assembled to fill their important place in compressor, 
condenser or cooling unit, which will all work together in a 
cabinet designed and built with equal care. You would 
think that would be enough, but it does not satisfy the 
exacting manufacturer and, when the final fitting together 
has been done, your refrigerator must run for hours in a hot 
room where a test is made of its power consumption and its 
general efficiency. Then on to a compartment, where sound- 
proof walls shut out all noise, to prove its smoothness and 
silence of operation. 

If in this series of tests some slight defect shows up, out it 
comes and is returned to be taken apart, reassembled after 
the correction has been made, then sent back for checking 
by scientific gauges and meters which tell the story of its 
efficiency. 

A great deal of experimenting has been necessary to find 
the best refrigerant for your machine—one that is non- 
explosive, non-poisonous, not too expensive; one which will 
not react on the metal of the coils and is stable enough to 
stand up under the repeated evaporation and condensation 
which goes on. It must be a substance which will evaporate 
at suitable temperature and can be condensed without too 
great pressure. It must, in short, have all the characteristics 
required for efficient cooling of the food chamber and the 
maintenance of low temperature at all times. 

The correct insulation of the cabinet. the perfection of the 
porcelain lining and the finish are also the result of years of 
study and research. Various insulating materials are used 
but only those which are light, odorless, moisture-proof, 
practical and serviceable find their way into the high-class 
product. Only thoroughness in this regard will make a 
cabinet to resist satisfactorily the higher temperature of the 
kitchen and maintain a steady, even and sufficiently low 
degree of cold within. Some of the newer materials permit 
good insulation with less thickness in [Continued on page 66} 


Rigid tests of all parts, constant inspection all 
along the line, and careful attention to details 
follow every step in the manufacture of a mechanical 
(Photographs are shown through the 
courtesy of the Frigidaire Co. of Canada). 
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here are two reasons 


your cleanser shou 


se 


be soft and fine 





1. fo cut grease without- 
Acratcht 


2.0 protect the beauty. 
sew hens 


A harsh, gritty cleanser is a splendid thing 
with which to scour off dirt and grease JF you 
don’t care how you scratch your kitchen sink, 
your nice kitchenware —and your hands. 

But if you do care (as we think you do) there's 
another way — better, and safe. 

“Blot up” grease and dirt with Bon Ami! 

**Blot up - that is just what Bon Ami does, 
For in its very fineness is a unique cleansing 
power. This snow-white, odorless powder elimi- 
nates dirt quickly —without harm to the surface 
it touches —or the hands that use it. 

So, if you want to cut grease and dirt—with- 
out scratching or dulling your sinks, kitchenware 
or bathtubs (and incidentally without clogging 
up drains), if you want a thorough cleanser that 
will not redden your hands—use Bon Ami. 

NOTE . .. Bon Ami is sold in two forms—a 
snowy-white Powder in a convenient sifter-top 
can and a handy Cake. For some uses you'll 
prefer the Powder, for others the Cake—many 


housewives always use both. 


BON AMI LIMITED er » ee « e e MONTREAL 
(Went ong Agprpes wy * oe" 
ne a 
Wrctrinme Aagarine 


Made in Canada 
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Use the Two Creams which are the 
greatest favorites in England 


T’S part of the English code of gracious living — 

the English complexion, cool, fresh and fragrant 
as roses washed in dew. 

No wonder the famous Two Cfeams are “best sell- 
ers” in England, for they supply three of the four 
essentials of skin beauty... Cleansing... Lubricating 
... Stimulating . . . Protecting. 

The very texture of Pond’s Cold Cream shows you 
why it is the favorite cleansing cream—it is so rich 
in smooth cleansing oils that 
penetrate to the depths of the 
pores and float out dust and 
grime. Pond’s softer Cleansing 
Tissues are the best way to 
remove cold cream ... These 
two together assure your skin 
the first essential of loveliness 
—immaculate cleansing, 

For lubricating, more Cold 
Cream! Pat in each night, after 
the bedtime cleansing. Its rich 
oils keep your skin supple and 


Lapy Esmé Gorpon-Lennox says: 
*Pond’s Two Creams are the surest 
protection I have ever found for my 
skin... 1 am never without the Van- 
ishing Cream for powder base.” 





elastic, so that wrinkles will not form or telltale 
“bagginess” appear . . . To stimulate the skin is the 
mission of Pond’s Skin Freshener, which tightens 
pores and tones by quickening circula- 
tion, firms contours and keeps them 
fresh and young. 


For protection and powder base 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream is ideal— made 
ona formula that cannot dry your skin. 


“y Any girl can make herself attractive 

, by caring for her complexion,” says 
Lavy A.iNncTON, “Pond’s is a simple 
way to achieve soft, supple skin.” 


POND? 


Lye 


These four delightful preparations are all you need 
4 to gain the celebrated “English complexion.” 
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CAN HAVE THE CELEBRATED 


74 | 
“ . ? 


ee 





Lapy Mary PAKENHAM says: “I’ve found the Pond’s Method is better than all the complicated beauty treatments. It keeps one’s skin in marvelously good condition, too.” 


FOLLOW the Pond’s Method daily to gain the cele- 
brated fresh, clear “English complexion”: 


1. Generously apply Pond’s Cold Cream several times during 
the day, always after exposure. Let the fine oils penetrate every 
pore and float all dirt to the surface. Wipe away with Pond’s 
Cleansing Tissues, softer, more absorbent, 
white or peach... half again as many in the 
big new 25¢ box! 


2. Pat briskly with stimulating Skin Fresh- 
ener to tone and firm, close and refine the 
pores and keep contours fresh and young. 


3. Smooth on a dainty film of Pond’s Vanish- 
ing Cream always before you powder, to pro- 
tect your skin and make the powder go on 
evenly and last longer. It disguises little blem- 
ishes and gives a lovely velvety finish. Use 
| this exquisite Vanishing Cream wherever 
/| you powder—arms, shoulders, neck ... and 
to keep your hands soft and white. 


4. At bedtime, always repeat the Cold Cream 
and Tissues cleansing to remove the day’s 
accumulation of grime. Then, when the skin 
is immaculate, smooth on a little fresh Cold 
Cream to soften and lubricate the skin and 
leave it on overnight. You will waken with a skin like satin. 





SEND I0¢ FOR POND’S 4 PREPARATIONS 
MADE IN CANADA 
POND’S EXTRACT CO, OF CANADA, LTD., Dept. F 
167 Brock Avenue — Toronto, Ont. 


Name — 


Street. a ee 


City eee sisal _Province_ ate 
All rignts reserved by Pond's Extract Co. of Canaca, Ltd, 


Tune in on Pond’s every Friday 9:30 P. M., E. D.S.T.... Leo Reisman and his Orchestra and guest artist... WEAF and N. B. C. Network 
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Arms Should be 


And not only arms, but legs and back too, must receive 
special care before you put on your bathing suit 


by ANNABELLE LEE 


H.. the sunshine tempted you into short-sleeved 


frocks yet? Or are you still looking at them wistfully and 
wondering how you can possibly wear them without looking 
a perfect sight? 

Warm June days bring an enchanting variety of dainty, 
cool-looking frocks into the shop windows, and, naturally, 
we want to wear them. They are lovely, gay, colorful, 
flowerlike, but they require smooth slim white arms and 
hands—or delicately tanned if you prefer—to com- 
plete their loveliness. So let’s examine our arms on 
three counts: Are they smooth? Are they slim? 
And are they white? 

Bathing days, too, will soon be here, and I defy 
any woman to be comfortably lazy on a sun- 
drenched beach if she is conscious of rough, red 
arms, discolored elbows and a suspicious lumpiness 
near the shoulders! And then, of course, arms aren't 
the only part of us we'll be showing on the beach. 
Oh, dear no! The bathing suits this season, I 
believe, are scantier than ever, if that is possible 
within the limits of modern modesty. (Incidentally, 
it would be interesting to learn just what the phrase 
“modern modesty” implies.) Backs and necks must 
be inspected and worked with before they are ready 
to sun themselves. And legs, too, must have their 
winter roughness rubbed away. 

There’s one good thing, roughness on arms and 
legs responds very quickly to regular treatment. A 
week of careful scrubbing and massaging each night 
should rid them of that unsightly “‘gooseflesh” the 
winter has given them. Every night scrub the arms 
and legs vigorously with a wet flesh brush or a 
loofah and a mild, bland soap. Use plenty of soap 
on the brush so that a heavy, creamy lather resuits. 
The combination of the brisk scrubbing and the 
soap will stimulate the circulation of the blood at 


Massage a good skin food into the skin after you 
have scrubbed it to a glow. 








































that particular portion of the body, and that is 
what you want to happen, since bad circulation 
lies at the root of all ‘‘gooseflesh.”’ 

After you have scrubbed arms or legs thor- 
oughly for two or three minutes, rinse with warm 
water and dry with a Turkish towel. Then 
massage a good skin food into the skin. If you 
think you require it, a good idea is to leave on 





For general everyday care apply a hand lotion 
to your arms and your legs too, after you bathe. 


the skin food all night and cover up your arms 
with the legs of an old pair of white stockings so 
that the sheets won’t receive half the nourish- 
ment intended for your arms. Continue this 
treatment each night until your arms and legs 
are smooth as silk. 

Some people whose skin is rather badly 
blemished, find that warm olive oil applied to 
the skin ten or fifteen minutes before scrubbing 
with the brush or loofah, will soften the skin and 
prepare it for its treatment. Warm olive oil 
might also be used after scrubbing instead of the 
skin food, but if this is used, a bleaching cream 
should be applied afterward in order that the 
arms and legs may regain their normal whiteness 
as well as smoothness. Incidentally, don’t forget 
your elbows in this course of treatments. They’re 
very important if you want your arms to be 
really lovely. 

For general care of the arms and hands, and 
for the legs, too, for that matter, there’s nothing 
like one of the softening and whitening hand 
lotions, of which there are many varieties 
obtainable. If you always remember to smooth 
the lotion into the skin of your upper arms and 
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Olive oil will soften the skin before scrubbing 
with soapy lather and a brush. 


elbows, when you apply it to your hands after 
washing each night and morning, you shouldn't be 
troubled with discoloration and roughness through- 
out the summer months. Apply some of the same 
lotion to your legs, too, after bathing. It will keep 
them soft and white. 

Another blemish we may want to rid ourselves of, 
before we are ready to sun-bathe, is superfluous 
hair. There are many depilatories that can be used 
to remove it, but whether a paste, a cream, or a wax 
be used is entirely a matter of personal opinion. 
Selection of a depilatory is really an individual 
matter, and each woman should experiment to find 
out which depilatory suits her own particular skin 
the best. In any event, the directions which go with 
it, should be followed explicitly. Bleaching the hair 
is often a satisfactory method of disguising its 
growth, for when it is colorless the hair will be 
scarcely noticeable. Peroxide and ammonia, mixed 
together in the proportions of one part ammonia to 
five parts hydrogen peroxide, is an easily made up 
and very effective bleach, but it should be prepared 
freshly each time it is applied, because it loses its 
| strength very quickly. Or for legs there is the recipe 
of peroxide, ammonia and powdered pumice of 
which I told you last month. 

The armpits, too, must receive their share of 
attention. Many women shave the hair, while 
others use a depilatory; this again is entirely a 
matter of individual preference. If you choose a 
depilatory, follow carefully the directions it gives. And if 
you shave, first bathe the armpits in warm water and then 
rub on soap until you have a thick lather. Shave and rinse 
thoroughly with warm water. Then, with a pad of absorbent 
cotton pat on a little diluted peroxide as an antiseptic 
measure, and lastly powder with boracic powder or talcum. 
Whether you shave or use a depilatory, though, be careful 
not to apply soap or hot water to the armpits for twenty- 
four hours afterward, and, of course, a deodorant shouldn't 
be.applied until forty-eight hours have elapsed. 


O MUCH for the fine texture of our arms. But there’s 

yet another thing to look for that’s just as important. 
Heavy upper arms have a habit of coming upon us quite 
unexpectedly and so stealthily that we sometimes don't 
even realize we've got them. And yet there’s nothing so 
ruinous to a woman's appearance nor so tell-tale as to her 
age. An artist friend of mine once told me that he can 
catalogue a woman's age simply by the curve where the 
shoulder joins the arm. He claimed the test is infallible; 
that no matter how youthful looking in face and figure a 
woman may be, her upper arms will give her age away. In 
the majority of cases I think he’s right, but the trouble is 
not that this lumpiness is immovable, but that so few of us 
realize its existence and allow it to develop its ugly lines 

Along with a heaviness of the upper arms, there is usually 
to be found a thickening of the {Continued on page 474 
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NUMBER THREE IN A SERIES OF FRANK TALKS BY EMINENT WOMEN PHYSICIANS 
MUST ITS “HEALTH FACTS” BE KEPT A MYSTERY? 
- 





Photographed by Man Ray in Vienna 


Dr. Margarete Huppert, Graduated in Vienna; formerly connected with the gynecological department and the maternal 
ward of the Hospital of the City of Vienna. At present associated with the Mariahilf Ambulatorium and Hospital. 


“With the swift demands and arduous cares of 
running a modern home, no woman of today 
can expect to retain her bridal vivacity and 
charm, if she neglects her physical self. 


“That delicate mechanism which is wholly 
feminine ... demands a special care all its 
own. And the penalty of ignoring its needs 
is often very costly. Costly to youth... looks 
... peace of mind and, often, marital happi- 
ness itself. 


“I have often wondered why the average 
woman will cleanse her throat daily with an 
antiseptic mouth wash; will see her dentist 
regularly, to protect her teeth . . . yet will totally 
neglect that much more important and impera- 
tive hygiene ...- Marriage hygiene...the hygiene 


see a gynecologist (or family doctor) as often 
as she sees her dentist. But at least, she can, 
and she should, use a good feminine antisep- 
tic like “Lysol”. . . regularly. 


“Lysol” disinfectant has been advocated by 
the physicians of Austria for nearly half a 
century. In fact, it is so safe and healing that 
it is quite generally used by our obstetricians 
during childbirth. And, so far as I know, 


Be careful! Counterfeits of ‘‘Lysol’’ are being offered. Genuine 
‘*Lysol"’ isinthe brown bottle and yellowcarton marked “Lysol.” 


TRADE MARK ‘LYSOL’! REGISTERED IN CANADA 





Disinfectant 





nothing else is quite so gentle, or quite so 
thorough for effective and germ-destroying 
feminine hygiene.” 

(Signed) 

Dr. MARGARETE HUPPERT 





Have you a young married daughter or 
friend who should know these facts? 


For your own guidance, as well as for the enlightenment of 
any girl or woman who is near and dear to you... may we 
send you a copy of our interesting brochure —“The Facts 
About Feminine Hygiene”? Written by a woman physician, 
it handles the vital subject of marriage hygiene with rare 
delicacy and charm. Merely mail the coupon, and your copy 
will be sent, postpaid, in plain wrapper. 


Lysol (Canada) Limited, Depr. V6 

9 Davies Ave., Toronto 8, Canada 

Please send me free, postpaid, a copy of “The Facts About 
Feminine Hygiene”. 


of feminine antisepsis. The hygiene of protec- ee 2 
tion against virile, health-threatening bacteria. 4 
j treet 
City wi ie a Province. 


“It would be a good idea for every woman to 
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One couple was afraid of 


installment buying. The other 
found with careful handling, 


it was the key to successful 
home-making. Who do you 
think was right ? 


by 
E. LEROY 
CHURCHILL 


SUDDEN gust of wind; a 
spatter of raindrops driven 
against the pane, and 
Wallace Brookes paused in 
his task of dressing to peer 
anxiously through the 
window. 

‘*Raining! It would, 
tonight!” he muttered as he 
gave his tie a savage pull. 

“Joan!” he called to his wife in the next room, 
“better make it snappy—starting to rain.” 

It was Friday. Joanna and Wally were invited 
to spend the evening with the Browns. Joan had 
looked forward to this visit. She wanted to hear 
more of Mary’s methods of planning her purchases 
for the home. She had tried out Mary’s budgetting 
plan, and even Wally, for all his scepticism at 
first, had become enthusiastic and admitted that 
it was a real success. 

“Rotten night to drive all the way to the west 
end,” mused Wally as he carefully parted his hair. 
“. . . good fellow, Jack; sound ideas. Mary, too, 
she’s the right sort. That budget plan is all right. 
Don’t agree with their idea of using credit, though. 
Like to pay cash for things.” 

His reverie was broken by Joanna. “All ready, dear; 
sorry if I kept you waiting. I was late getting through with 
my work,” she said as she snapped on the hall light. “Mrs. 
Cameron called just as I was ready to beat the rugs. It 
seems to take so long; guess I’m slow. She offered to let me 
use her vacuum cleaner.” 

Wally’s brow clouded. ‘Well, hon’, you ought to have 
a vacuum cleaner of your own, and you'll have one just as 
soon as I can spare the cash,” he said. ‘“You sure deserve it, 
and several other things; but I’m not going into debt again. 
Got hooked on that monthly installment game once. Never 
again!” 

Joan sighed. Paying for the car: what a nightmare it had 
been! The memory was anything but pleasant. Wally 
declared that they would pay cash for the next thing they 
bought, or go without. Well, she didn’t blame him, but 
the car had been paid for over a year now, and not a cent 
had they saved for a vacuum cleaner or anything else. 

Wally opened the door. The rain had settled down to a 
chill, monotonous drizzle. 

A“ter one or two attempts at conversation, Joan gave up. 
Wal.y’s mood was not encouraging, or perhaps he was too 
much absorbed in manoeuvring the car through the slippery 
streets. 

The busy purr of the windshield wiper held Joan’s atten- 
tion. Somehow it reminded her of the hum of Mrs. Cam- 
eron’s efficient vacuum cleaner. She would like to have one 
like Mrs. Cameron’s. She resolutely put it out of her 
thoughts. There was no cash for a vacuum cleaner, and 
that was that! She shrugged resignedly and settled back 
more comfortably in the seat. 

Mary Brown, watching through the mist-coated window, 





own—and a dollar a wee 





“Tf you had arranged your payments to be spread over eighteen months,” 
said Wally, “you wouldn't have had any trouble at all. 


paying out too large a proportion of your salary.” 


saw a car pull up to the curb. ‘Here they are!” she called 
to her husband. ‘Go to the door, Jack.” 

Jack opened the door as Wally switched off the car lights. 

“Welcome, folks. Some weather you’ve brought,” he 
cried warmly. ‘Come right in.” 

“Oh, Joan, do come into the kitchen,” said Mary when 
the wraps had been disposed of. “I’ve a real surprise to 
show you—you couldn’t guess—Jack’s 
present for my birthday, you know.” 

Joan paused at the kitchen door to let 
Mary turn on the light, then her eyes opened 
wide. “‘A new electric refrigerator. Isn’t it 
a beauty!” she exclaimed. 

Then as Mary showed her the beautiful 
porcelain trays, the hydrator, the cold con- 
trol, she added a little wistfully, ‘“You’re a 
lucky girl, Mary; you've got just about 
everything, haven’t you?” 

“Well, not quite,’’ laughed Mary, as she 
led the way back to the cheerful living room 
where the men were waiting for them. 
“But we’re gradually getting the things we 
want, one at a time.” 

“Please excuse us for running off,’”’ ex- 
plained Mary. “But I couldn’t wait to 
show Joanna my new refrigerator—you must 
get her one, Wally. It helps such a lot in 
keeping food, and actually saves money; 
hardly a thing is wasted now.” 

“Not a bad idea, Mary. The question is: 
What to use for money? Now if some rich 
uncle would obligingly die and leave me a 





You were 


MONTHLY SALARY + 180 


RENT —— 40 
FOOD 
CLOTHES —— 20 
INSURANCE 

AND SAVINGS- 15 
HOME OPERATING | 5 
GENERAL — 20 


A man making about one hundred 

and eighty dollars a month should not 

handle installment payments beyond 
thirty dollars a month. 
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fortune, I wouldn’t wait long to get lots of things, 
including a vacuum cleaner,’’ Wally concluded with 
a smile as he caught Joan’s eye. 

“But why wait for the fortune?’’ queried Jack. 
“I'm buying this on monthly installments—made 
a cash payment and pay the rest in small monthly 
payments. We hardly notice the difference.”’ 

Wally looked at him in utter astonishment. 
Jack, he knew, had a substantial bank account. 
“Do you mean to tell me you buy on time, when 
you have money in the bank and could pay cash?” 

“Certainly, why not?” replied Jack. ‘True, I 
could have paid cash, but it would have run our 
account too low for safety. If, on the other hand, 
I had saved the money to pay cash, Mary would 
have to wait a year at least before she could have 
her refrigerator. You see our cash account in the 
bank is for emergencies. We do most of our buying 
out of current income. In that way we always 
have ready cash. In fact, I wouldn’t buy an 
article on time without a fair-sized emergency 
fund in the bank.” 

This was a revolutionary doctrine to Wally. 
That anyone who had sufficient money in the 
bank to pay cash for a purchase should buy on 
time, seemed almost incredible. Yet Jack Brown 
usually had good reasons for whatever he did. 
The idea of keeping an emergency reserve on 
hand did seem sensible, but deliberately to run 
into debt for a refrigerator! 

Wally leaned back and crossed his legs. “We 
had one experience with the monthly payment 
plan—and don’t want another. It was on our car. 
I had saved up the initial payment, then signed 
up for the balance in twelve monthly payments of 
$60 each. Well, to make a long story short, we 
paid for it, but got behind with very nearly every- 
thing else—taxes, insurance premiums. And we're 
hardly out of the hole yet.” 

Jack’s eyes twinkled. ‘‘We got caught that way 
once, too, Wally —just once, when we bought our 
piano. The salesman sold it to us for a very small 
down payment, with the balance in ten monthly 
installments. I wasn’t making a big salary, and 
the $45 every month just about swamped us. I! 
our payments had been spread over twice the 
number of months, we could have met them 
easily.” He paused as he passed his cigarette case 
to Wally. 

“Take your own experience,”’ he continued, “‘if 
you had arranged your payments to be spread 
over eighteen months, you probably wouldn't 
have had any trouble at all. You were paying out 
too large a proportion of your salary. If your payment had 
been $35 instead of $60 you likely could have managed 
easily. Isn’t that true?” 

Wally leaned over to tap the ash of his cigarette into the 
tray. ‘‘Well, yes, I suppose so,”” he admitted. “‘We always 
seemed to be $25 or $30 short for our other obligations. 
But you see we wanted to get the car paid for as soon as 
possible. It...” 

“Of course,’’ inter- 
rupted Jack, “‘but 
wouldn't it have been 
easier to take sufficient 
time to make the pay- 
ments comfortably than 
to run yourselves in the 
hole and spend a year 
getting square again?” 

Joanna’s interest was 
aroused. She leaned 
toward Jack. ‘‘What per- 
centage of one’s income 
do you think could be 
safely put into installment 
payments?” she asked. 

“Of course, that all 
depends,”’ replied Jack. 
‘‘We always get our 
budget planning book 
and figure it out. We 
know approximately what 
other items have to be 

{Continued on page 65} 
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T's the last time I'll take a chance with anything 
sO serious as underarm perspiration! 





“I couldn't imagine what was the matter . . 
until I saw my dress. Stained and faded by the acids 
of perspiration. And worse still, Jim trying not to 
look offended by perspiration odor. Well, it was 
too late to save that dress, but I saved my others 
—and Jim! With Odorono.”’ 


No matter what else you are now using, you sti/l 
need Odorono, the one sure, safe way to prevent 
underarm perspiration and its ruinous effects upon 
frocks and friendships. 







REGULAR 
areEcTIVE AMO 
LASTING PROTECTION 
FROM PERSPIRATION 
ARO ITS OOORS 
SAVES CLOTHES 
monet * 


= one 














ODORONO REGULAR 


(ruby-colored) is for use before 
retiring. It gives 3 to 7 days’ pro- 
tection against perspiration. 
Now has the Sanitary Applicator. 
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$1 


Only 35% 
would have saved the DRESS she liked 
and the MAN who liked her 


now come with the new exclusive Odorono sanitary 
sponge applicator, conveniently attached to the 
bakelite cap. The three sizes are 35c, 60c, and $1. 


Odorono is a doctor’s prescription that harmlessly 
diverts the needless perspiration of the confined 
underarm to other parts of the body where it es- 
capes unnoticed. Soap and water are not enough. 
Nothing can disguise it. Only Odorono 
—a pure, non-greasy liquid—can prevent 
it. With Odorono, your frocks stay sweet 
and fresh. And so do you. 
















You may use the familiar ruby-colored 
Odorono Regular that gives the longest 
protection of all preparations against 
underarm moisture and odor — or you may 
prefer the colorless Instant Odorono, so 
convenient to use while dressing. Both 


7 | 
wilws tl... 


Odorono Regular because 
it gives me complete protection 
for as long as7 days. It has 
the applicator now, too. 


Swe wl... 


Instant Odorono to use 
when I'm dressing in a hurry. 
It's so convenient, so quickly 
effective, so dependable. 



















> 





/ INSTANT) 
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Guards freshness 
Saves Gothes 















INSTANT ODORONO 


(colorless) is for convenient use at 
any time of day or night. It gives 
1 to 3 days’ protection. Comes 
with the Sanitary Applicator. 







je RUTH MILLER, THE ODORONO CO., Inc. 
a se Dept. 6Z2, P.O. Box 2320, Montreal. 
ve I enclose 10c. Please send me samples of Odorono 
Regular, Instant Odorono and Deodorant Créme 


Odorono, 






ity 


= 4 Pondel) 


MADE IN CANADA 








30 


EVEN WHEN SHE 


| 

| 
LOSES SHE WINS 
WITH HER SMILE 


you if you don’t stop it,’ she snapped. 

“I don’t know what your sudden idea 
lis,”’ said Mrs. Lawson, looking over the 
board at her daughter. ‘‘I remember your 
Aunt Jenny gettin’ those funny notions 
every so often, She got to weigh nearly 
l two hundred in spite of all her fastin’, It 


TO GIVE HER 
TOOTHPASTE SOME | seems to run in the family.”’ 
ee “You're right, mother,” Mr. Lawson put 
CREDIT FOR THAT ae ; e3 in. “If a girl was meant to be fleshy, then 


that’s what she'll be. And for my part, 
I think it’s invitin’ the wrath of the Lord 
in tryin’ to starve yourself to death.” 

“No use tryin’ to tell her anything,” 
George said. “It’s a fever that’s goin’ 
jaround. Why, dad, even the matchstick 
| framed ones are tryin’ to reduce! So don't 
blame sis for catchin’ it. Sis,’”’ he added 
prophet-like. “I give you three days. By 
|that time your appetite’ll drive you back 
to pasture.” 

But if Lyda received gentle jabs at home, 
{she was the recipient of continual ragging 
{during the hours she spent in the Golden 
| Rule store. News of her dieting had mys- 
| teriously circulated among the staff, and 
when Lyda retreated to the employees’ rest 
/room on Saturday of the first week, she 
found herself the centre of a group of noisy, 
joshing girls. Lyda burned with indignation 
| when Hattie Hymer stepped forward, amid 
|much shrill laughing and rib-digging, and 
placed in her hands a five-pound box of 
luscious marshmallows. 

“To the most optimistic girl in the world 
from her admirers,’’ Hattie exclaimed, press- 
ing the box into Lyda’s nervous hands. 

Lyda felt like throwing it in Hattie’s 
face, but on second thought she knew it 
was nothing but a practical joke. But her 
fellow-workers could have picked out some- 
one else to make the presentation, Lyda 

| thought, when they all knew of the rivalry 

| between herself and Hattie. 

| Making the best of it, however, Lyda 

mumbled a word of thanks and made her 
4? 'exit. But the high-pitched giggling rang 
in her ears all the way home. 


a, 
Lyda commenced the second week of her 


; j ? 
W 0 ni i il ir iT to 0 @ | course in rare ill-humor. Adhering to the 
7 | starchless, fatless and sugarless diet, coupled 


with the joshing she received on every hand, 
served to put a point on her temper. But 
on Tuesday morning she arrived on duty 
| wreathed in smiles. 

The instrument which had caused such a 
complete change nestled in the folds of her 
patent leather purse. She went about her 
work humming gaily. Much speculation 
was rife among the staff as to the reversal 
of form, but not one came within a mile of 
| hitting upon the answer. 

That morning on her way to work Lyda 
had called for the mail as usual. She 
received a postal card, and who should it 
ibe from but Mr. Horton Gillespie, post- 
i'marked from Montreal! Lyda devoured 
the few pencilled words it contained. 
| “How time drags. Seems like I’ve been 
gone a year. Prepare yourself for a big 
‘surprise when I get back,” it said, and was 
signed “Horton G.”’ 
| Somehow it gave Lyda a new interest in 
life. Already she could smell orange blos- 
soms; could feel the wisps of veil about her 
ears; could hear the mellow strains of 
Mendelssohn's famous march. 

One week under Doctor Fischer’s methods 
had certainly toned her down. And there 
still remained at least two weeks before 
Mr. Gillespie’s return. By that time she 
would be fairly rattling around in her 
clothes! 

As the days slipped by, plans for the 
| wedding began to take definite shape in 
Lyda’s mind; and it was these thoughts 
which kept her faithful to the curriculum 
| laid out by Doctor Fischer. Never did a 
patient take such zeal in self-denial, and 
|as a result the tape measure and scales 
agreed that Lyda was more than justifying 
| the methods of the specialist. 

One afternoon when Mr. Gillespie had 
i been gone almost five weeks, Lyda was 






| GUESS WE HAVE 








“T like to be original—but do you know why I started 
using Colgate’s? I'll tell you. I was talking to my 
dentist about toothpastes being good for this and 
that . . . He said, ‘Jean, do you know what a tooth- 
paste is for? A toothpaste is to clean teeth—just that 
and nothing more.’ And he said no toothpaste can 
do it better than Colgate’s. Since I pay my dentist 
for advice, I’m going to take it. Besides I like its 
flavor! And maybe you think the price of a quarter 


doesn’t appeal to me nowadays.” 


The American Dental Association, 
Council on Dental Therapeutics, has 
placed its Seal of Acceptance on 
Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream. 


MADE IN CANADA 2300 
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Fat Girl 


Continued from page 13 


sitting at the department desk jotting down 
merchandise notes from which to prepare 
copy for a sale. She was startled to hear a 
familiar voice at her elbow: ‘“‘Well, well, 
the cat has returned!” 

Her pencil dropped from fingers suddenly 
gone numb and she blushingly raised her 
eyes to meet those of the intruder. Mr. 
Gillespie held out his hand and pumped 
Lyda’s up and down with vigor. 

“My, my, but it’s great to get back!’’ he 
exclaimed heartily. “And how have you 
been keeping?” 

“Gee, I’m glad to see you, Mr. Gillespie,” 
Lyda cooed. She arose gracefully, giving 
him the opportunity of noting the trans- 
formation of her figure. She pouted coyly 
when he failed to take notice. 

“Don’t you see any change in me?”’ she 
asked in a hurt tone of voice. 

“Why, I declare!” he cried. “You've got 
thinner! You haven't been sick?” And 
when Lyda shook her head, he continued: 
“Then you’ve been worrying. You mustn't 
do it, Miss Lawson. Nothing will run you 
down faster than worry. Well, now that 
I’m back I'll take all that off your 
shoulders.” 

Lyda’s face fell. This reunion was very 
much different than the one she had painted 
in her dreams. Perhaps she should give 
him a lead. 

“Oh, Mr. Gillespie,”” she said softly, 
drawing very close to his side, “‘you said 
you'd have a big surprise for me when you 
got back, didn’t you?” 

“Well, say, imagine me forgetting that!” 
Mr. Gillespie beamed. He clutched Lyda 
by the arm and gently propelled her up the 
aisle, saying: “‘Come along and I'll spring 
it on you.” 

Lyda allowed herself to be guided for- 
ward by the eager Mr. Gillespie, her 
thoughts racing like mad. Ahead, through 
the mist that wrapped her brain, she saw a 
merry group of store employees gathered 
in a corner of the department. Joy of joys! 
Horton was going to announce their engage- 
ment! Wasn't he the slyest rogue, though? 

The chattering throng parted at their 
approach and closed in again when they 
had passed through. Lyda colored bril- 
liantly as she heard the exclamations of 
“Congratulations! Congratulations!” being 
showered from all sides. She found herself 
involuntarily snuggling close to Mr. Gille- 
spie’s side. The happiest moment of her 
life had arrived. 

And then came the crash of doom, and 
her dream castles melted in the fiery dawn 
of truth! Mr. Gillespie halted her, face to 
face, with a veritable mountain of flesh 
wrapped in sealskin, 

“Miss Lawson,”’ he said exultantly, “I 
want you to meet Mrs. Gillespie. We were 
married a week ago today in Toronto.” 

How she got herself away from the 
crowd Lyda could never remember. She 
did recall mumbling a few half-hearted 
words of good wishes. Hours after, it 
seemed, her head was nothing but a mass 
of shattered illusions, the centre of which 
was a voluminous figure clothed in sealskin 
and framed in sable, suggestive of a festive 
board. 

And, though it lacked almost three hours 
of being dinnertime, Lyda became aware of 
terrible pangs, and an endless procession 
of juicy steaks, steaming vegetables, savory 
salads and d la mode pies passed in tempting 
review, Would six o’clock never arrive! 


T EXACTLY two minutes past six 

that evening Lyda came hurrying out 

of the employees’ exit to run into Hattie 
Hymer. 

“Well, kiddo,” Hattie exclaimed, ‘‘we 
both got the raspberry, didn’t we?” 

Lyda, thinking Hattie was making game 
of her, tossed her head in the air and went 
to hurry past. Hattie grabbed her by the 
arm and whirled her about. 

“Aw, snap out of it Lyda!’’ she said 

Continued on page 32 
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The Food Committee of the 
American Medical Association 
has checked these points: 







Plain or cooked, Kraft Velveeta is as 
digestible as milk itself. 







In its balance of food elements, 
Velveeta is unique. 







Velveeta is rich in Vitamin A which 
comes in butter and cream, spinach 
and carrots. Thus it promotes growth 
and is particularly effective in build- 
ing up an inner resistance to colds, 
throat and lung infections. 









Velveeta, because of its balanced Cal- 
cium and Phosphorus, is a safeguard 
against unsound teeth and bones. 





The protein of Velveeta is pron, 
cally complete for the building of 
firm flesh. 








Pasteurized, packaged, Velveeta is 
completely protected until you 
open it in your kitchen. 









{ Dole t al! 


SUS 


At your grocer’s in 
half-pound packages 


Ad++t 


(TRIPLE PLUS) 


Ves millions of women (you men and children, too) who love 
Kraft Velveeta for its fine Cheddar cheese flavor—here’s good 
news for you!... : - Remember, two years ago, when we first 
urged you to try it — spread on crackers, toasted in sandwiches, 
melted in luscious creamy sauces? ‘“Digestible as milk itself — 
and good for you,” we said. It appears that we just hinted at the 
real food value tucked away in Velveeta’s tempting flavor! Now, 
scientists reveal that Velveeta contains health-protective elements 
of many foods! Nutritional values highly concentrated, as in few 
other foods! Velveeta contributes so much that the Food Com- 
mittee of The American Medical Association approves its nutri- 
tional rating of plus, plus, plus! ...... The panel above suggests 
reveling in Velveeta’s flavor oftener, Get another package now. 
For a free booklet, “Cheese and Ways to Serve It,” write to the 
Home Economics Dept., Kraft-Phenix Cheese Co. Limited, 


147 St. Paul St. West, Montreal. 


The World's Finest Cheeses are made or imported by Kraft: Welveeta, Kraft ‘‘Cave-Cured” 






Canadian, Roquefort, Limburg, Camembert, Edam, etc. 
Ask for them by name and, to avoid disappointment, look for the name “Kraft” on the label. 


Buy Made-in-Canada Goods 


Cheese ..... Salad Dressing. .... KRAFIT-PHENIX..... Mayonnaise... . . French Dressing 
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At incomparable Lake 





ALL EX 


es....Lake Louise 
Banff...in one 


epochal tour plan 


Here, tn CANADA, is an unrivalled moun- 
tain playground, described by Edward 
Whymper, the famous Alpinist, as “fifty 
Switzerlands in one”. Have you ever seen 
it? This year you can ... for 6% glorious 
days at an all-expense rate of $60. 


You’LL visit world famous resorts such as 
Banff and Lake Louise ... swim in their 
marvellous pools, golf, dance in great ball- 
rooms, canoe on a shimmering lake under a 
moon which touches the mountain peaks to 
silver. You'll visit charming Chalet- 
Bungalow Camps, close to the mountains’ 
heart ... seeing unspoiled nature at her 
grandest, meeting cowboys and guides and 
buck-skinned Indians, storing up unforget- 
table living pictures. 


YOU’LL MOTOR 124 MILES . . . . to Banff, 
Johnston Canyon, Lake Louise, Moraine Lake, 
Valley of the Ten Peaks, the Great Divide, 
Wapta Lake, Yoho Valley and Takakkaw Falls, 
Emerald Lake and the Kicking Horse Pass. 


YOU’LL STAY FOR 6% GLORIOUS DAYS 
at Chateau Lake Louise, where the “gay world” 
summers, at Wapta and Yoho Chalet-Bungalow 
Camps, and Emerald Lake Chalet, with their 


snug cabins. 
ALL THIS FOR ONLY $60 from Banff or Field 


. make this your vacation or enjoy the tour on 
your way to or from the Pacific Coast and Alaska. 


Canadian Paci 





Louise, 


* Glorious Days 


in the CANADIAN ROCKIES 


PENSES 








At Emerald Lake, beneath rugged Mt. Bur- 
gess, the chalet and cosy log cabins are 
mirrored in purest emerald. 


Yoho Chalet-Bungalow Camp is within sound 


of Takakkaw Falls 


LOW SUMMER 


i Fare 


Re 
FROM ALL 


POINTS in CANADA 





ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET 
and full details from any Canadian 
Pacific Agent. 


fic Hotels 


AND BREWSTER TRANSPORT CO. {Gray Lines} 





good-naturedly. ‘“‘We both played our best 
cards—and lost. Now that the game’s over, 
let’s forget it and be friends. Come on!”’ 
Lyda looked incredulous. Surely this was 
not Hattie Hymer beseeching her friendship. 
Yet there was no denying the sincerity in 
her voice or the cordiality of her smile. 
Lyda returned the smile in spite of herself. 
“That's the stuff, kid; laugh it off,” 
Hattie said. ‘‘And if size had anything to 
do with it, you came closer to getting him 
than me. I'd never have dreamed that he 
likes them broader than they’re long.” 
Lyda laughed aloud. Hattie’s lightness 
of spirit was contagious and was slowly 
wearing away her resistance. 
“Why—why—I don’t see why we can’t 
be friends,”” Lyda faltered. ‘But please 
let’s not ever mention his name again.” 
“That’s a bargain,” Hattie cried. ‘It’s 
not losing him that hurts me, but to think 
that a human hippopotamus slipped one 
over on me—Gur-rr-r!”’ 
Lyda stood facing the employees’ exit. 
Suddenly the door opened and the adipose 
figure of Mrs. Gillespie filled the opening, 
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with Mr. Gillespie following in the shade. 
Lyda tugged on Hattie’s sleeve and 
motioned with her eyes. 

“Oh, Lord!” Hattie blurted. ‘‘Let’s move 
out of here or we'll have to stand and talk, 
and may be run the risk of gettin’ an 
invitation to come up and see them some 
evening.” 

“That gives me an inspiration, Hattie,”’ 
Lyda said as they hurried up the street arm 
“Let’s drop into the Domino Café 


in arm. 
and drown our sorrows. Please don’t say 
no!”’ 

Ten minutes later the girls sat in a 


secluded nook in the white-tiled Domino. 
A waiter approached and Hattie ordered a 
fruit salad, Parker House rolls and tea. 

Lyda wrinkled her nose at her companion 
and said: ““What’s the matter with your 
appetite, skinny? I’m going to celebrate.” 

And, casting a hungry eye at the white- 
coated purveyor, she ordered: ‘A T-bone 
steak smothered in mushrooms, French- 
fried potatoes, creamed carrots, hot rolls 
and, let’s see— yes, you can bring me some 
French pastry for dessert !”’ 


The Thunder of New Wings 


Continued from page 10 


“That would be topping,’’ he replied, and 
so we parted. 

Aside from my pleasure in seeing the boy 
in a new and attractive light, I wondered 
why our conversation had made me so much 
happier, and I came to the conclusion that it 
was because I was now able to transfer some 
of the love I felt for Uncle Richard to 
Ayrton. 


RACH day at sea was like the preceding 
day. It was a colorless and foggy 
voyage. We had time indeed to remember 
our past and to plan for our future. By the 
hour we sat on the dully heaving deck, 
wrapped in our rugs, now reading, now 
gazing across the oily grey water. Vicky 
read but little; she would sit, nursing her 
square little chin on her fragile hand, her 
blue eyes wide open and seeing, I fancy, not 
the dark ocean, but Cobbold House with its 
garden tossing in the wind and sun. Theo 
read more steadily. It was Frank Harris's 
Great Days, | remember, and now and again 
she would give a little sputtering laugh of 
enjoyment to herself, or, reaching out for 
Vicky’s hand, would demand her attention 
while she read some bit aloud. 

We were happiest when we let our fancy 
play. about our future on the Nova Scotia 
farm. We made up our minds to stick it 
out there, whatever the difficulties might be. 
If we did not approve of old Haight who had 
the farm lands leased we should promptly 
get rid of him when his lease expired. We 
talked of the possibilities of sheep raising. 
We might bring out an experienced Old 
Country shepherd. We read with excitement 
an article we found on fox-raising in Nova 
Scotia. Vicky favored the sheep but Theo, 
for days, talked of nothing but foxes. The 
young ones would be delightful — fluffy balls, 
infinitely more interesting than lambs. 

As we neared Canada a headlong exhilara- 
tion took possession of us. Vicky and Theo 
had never been out of England before, 
seldom from home. I had been to visit some 
of my mother’s people in Montreal when I 
was twenty-one. On that visit 1 had taken 
pains to acquire Canadian turns of speech 
that I might be identified with my native 
land. Now, as I undertook all the business 
of the journey, I felt myself to be a hardened 
traveller. 

After the sea voyage in the fog and rain, 
the interminable train journey, hot and 
dusty as the weather had become, was 
enervating enough. Then Vicky developed 
one of her devastating headaches, and Theo 
had a sore throat; so when the porter came 
to tell us that the next station was Balmeny 
indeed, and to collect our hand luggage, we 
were subdued rather than thrilled, and 
wondered how we should muster the energy 
for this last stage of our progress. 

I am one of those thin, pale-faced people 


who look delicate but are in reality of fairly 
tough fibre. Exposure and fatigue depress 
me but I soon throw off the effects. 

Now I was only concerned for the welfare 
of my cousins. Vicky would grasp a large 
travelling-bag much too heavy for her, and I 
could not persuade her to put it down; but 
Theo, holding a small fur collar about her 
throat, followed the porter to the platform, 
and, signalling to the driver of a taxicab, 
drifted to the shelter of his mud-splashed car 
with splendid unconcern for the fate of us 
others. 

It was six in the evening and almost dark. 
A heavy rain was falling and a chill wind 
swept in from the sea. The dripping plat- 
form glistened in the light from electric 
lamps, and a plot of grass alongside showed a 
green as brilliant as verdigris. In the centre 
of the plot a bed of nasturtiums, proved by 
the large round leaves that still brighter 
depths of greenness were possible, and their 
vermilion and yellow blossoms flamed in 
flamboyant luxuriance. Bevond these there 
was dusk that resolved itself into the shapes 
of warehouses and sheds, and a long, low 
building of round cobbles with a light in the 
doorway under the sign “Hearty Dinners for 
Sailors.” 

“If my throat weren't so sore,” said Theo, 

‘I should like to go in there and have some 
dinner. I’m hungry.” 

At the mention of food Vicky groaned and 
closed her eyes, leaning her head against the 
moist leather of the seat where she had 
established herself beside her sister. I had 
got in beside the driver, after arranging 
with a carter to take our boxes to the farm. 
The train now thundered past us from the 
station. Our car started forward with a jolt 

“Poor dear,” | heard Theo say. ‘Does 
your head hurt so?” 

“Oh, it will soon be well now that we have 
left that train. Is everything safe, Joan? 
All the luggage?” 

“I think so,’ I replied. *‘Now draw some 
deep breaths of this good sea air, Vicky, and 
you'll soon be well again.” 

“Pure air!’ cried Vicky. “What a villain- 
ous smell of fish!" 

“We're passing the sheds where they dry 
the cod,” said the driver, soothingly. “‘It'll 
soon be over.”’ I could see he was concerned 
about Vicky. He drove the car very care- 
fully, avoiding stones and ruts as well as he 
could. After we had passed through some 
quiet streets where lights were just beginning 
to twinkle out, we came upon a smooth open 
road that skirted the harbor. Increasing the 
speed, he said, “I could get a case of good ale 
for that young lady, if you'd like to take it 
from me, miss. It would help to put her in 
shape again, better than anything.” 

“Could you take some ale, Vicky?” I 
asked over my shoulder. 

Continued on page 34 
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Announcing 


THE CANADIAN-MADE 
FRIGIDAIRE 


NEW MODELS 















a 
SL A 


N*’ standards of refrigeration value await you 


at Frigidaire showrooms throughout Canada 
today. The new “Moraine” Model Frigidaires are 
offered at the lowest prices in Frigidaire history be- 
cause of Frigidaire’s new “Made-in-Canada” policy. 


° 
New Compact Design 
The Moraine Model Frigidaires are com- 
pactly designed to occupy a minimum of 
space in the kitchen without sacrificing 
food storage space. This special design 
affords more food storage space than any 
other electric refrigerator of the same 
exterior dimensions, 


Important news, this, for everyone who has con- 


sidered the purchase of an electric refrigerator. There ; mi 
is no need now to deny yourself Frigidaire quality pactly designed, they occupy a minimum of space in the kitchen, 


and Frigidaire results because of price. The Moraine _ yet afford the greatest food storage space of any electric refrig- 
Model Frigidaires possess the important features erator of the same exterior dimensions. All shelves are waist- 
which have won Frigidaire world leadership in re- high. Cabinets are enduringly beautiful in a gleaming-white 
frigeration convenience and economy. Equipped, like special Moraine finish. 


all Frigidaires, with two-cylinder compressors, they eo Fini 
offer surplus power that ensures dependable refriger- Visit your nearest Frigidaire showroom at your first oppor- 


ation on hottest days and the ability to freeze plenty tunity and see the new Moraine Model Frigidaires, Learn 
of ice cubes and make unusual frozen desserts. Com- their remarkably low prices and easy purchase terms, 


FRIGIDAIRE, , . 


A GENERAL MOTORS VALUE 


CANADIAN FACTORY — 35 FRASER AVENUE — TORONTO, ONTARIO 





Frigidaire is also the largest manufacturer of commercial refrigeration equipment . . . to meet the specific needs of Stores, Apartments, 
Restaurants, Hotels and Institutions . . . Water Coolers . . . Ice Cream Cabinets . . . Milk Cooling Equipment . . . Air Conditioners 
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do hushands 44 engedips 


tinted o2 natural ? 





Both! Bat choose your color 
to suit your frock... and it 
will probably suit him... says 


world authority on manicure 


Hoszaxps are not so dumb 
after all! They’re quick as anyone else to 
show signs of approval when it’s deserved. 

That’s why so many clever wives, and 
those who have aspirations, are making 
the most of this new opportunity to be 
more alluring by varying their nail tints 
with their costumes. 


They've FOUND that neither 
husbands, suitors, nor stern bachelors can 
resist a baby blue frock worn with 10 pale 
Rose fingertips. And that their oldest 
black satin is positively devastating with 
Coral or Cardinal nails! 

Better not let too many other girls get 
ahead. If you have any doubts as to which 
color nails make which frock more entic- 
ing, consult the gray panel at the right. 
You'll get the hang of it in no time and 
you'll have lots of fun! 

And do be bright enough to pick a good 
polish to start with. Cutex Liquid Polish 
dries in no time .. . has a grand lustre... 
lasts as long as a week .. . and does not 
crack, peel or discolor. 

The brush is firmly attached to a smart 
new cap of bakelite. And balanced so that 
the brush tip never touches the table top! 


Run right out to your favorite shop and 
select your two... three... or five shades. 
NortHamM WarreEN, Montreal, New York, Paris 


Cutex 


I have checked . . . 


Natural just stigntty emphasizes the 
natural pink of your nails. Goes with all 
costumes—is best with bright colors—red, 
blue, green, purple and orange. 


e 
Rose is a lovely feminine shade, good 
with any dress, pale of vivid. Charming 
with pastel pink, bluc, lavender . . . smart 
with dark green, black and brown. 

= 
Coral nails are bewilderingly lovely with 
white, pale pink, beige. gray, ‘the blucs"’ 
-.. black and dark brown, Wear it also with 
deeper colors (except red) if not tuo intense. 


~ ° 
Cardinal is deep and exotic. Contrasts 
eacitingly with black, white, or pale shades. 
Wear Cardinal in your festive moods—be 
sure your lipstick matches! 
¢ 
: 

Colorless is conservatively correct at 
any time. Chovse it for *'difficult’’ colors! 


~- ss a : Ae 


FOLLOW THIS EASY CUTEX MANICURE 


Scrub the nails. Then remove old lifeless cuticle 
and cleanse beneath nail tips with Cutex Cuti- 
cle Remover & Nail Cleanser. Remove old 
polish with Cutex Liquid Polish Remover and 
brush on the shade of Cutex Liquid Polish that 
best suits your costume. End with Cutex Nail 
White—Pencil or Cream—under tips for ac- 
cent. Before retiring, use Cutex Cuticle Oil 
or Cream to soften the cuticle. 


2 shades of Cutex Liquid Polish and 


5 other manicure essentials for 12¢ 


Nortoam Warren, Dept. 2 T-6 

Post Office Box 2320 . . . Montreal, Canada 
I enclose 12¢ for the new Cutex Manicure Set, which in- 
cludes Natural Liquid Polish and one other shade which 
© Rose (© Coral 


0 Cardinal 





only want a cup of strong tea.” 

“I could,” said Theo. 

“Very well, then,’”” came from Vicky's 
corner, ‘‘order the case.” 

“It’s a queer place you ladies are going to. 
I don’t think you'll like it. For summer 
boarding, I mean. You'd be better right in 
the hotel at Balmeny.”’ 

“We are not going to board,” I replied. 
“We intend to live there. We own the 
place.” 

“I see,”” he said, slowly. “Well, if you'll 
excuse me for saying so, it’s a lonesome place 
for three young ladies. Now, there you see 
the harbor. It’s a pity it rains so. Ona fine 
‘evening you could hardly wish for a prettier 
| view.” 
| The tide was in and the water lay motion- 
less as molten lead. Behind us the lights of 
the town twinkled dimly through the rain. 
About the wharves, other lights, some of 
them colored, showed where schooners and a 
steamer where anchored. The dark shape 
of a little wooded island was _ stencilled 
sharply on the greyness. Far out to seaward, 
for the harbor was long and narrow, we 
could see the pure beam from a lighthouse 
on a point, and still farther an angry red 
light that, the driver said, came from a 
beacon set on a dangerous rock. There 
were many little islands out there, he said, 
poor barren places where a few families lived 
all the year round pasturing their thin cattle 
| on the grassy slopes. Ahead of us, across the 
|harbor, there seemed to be nothing but a 
dark wood that rose steeply in a narrow 
ridge. 

The rain beat on the top of the car and 
| came in through the flapping curtains. 
| “Are you getting wet back there?” I 
called. 

“A little,” answered Vicky, “but I feel so 
{much better. My head has quite stopped 
| aching.” 

“Tell me something 
Haight,” I said. 

“Well, he’s a queer old stick. He must be 
|eighty but he’s as hard as nails. And he 
| surely has 2 queer family about him. I take 
it that you're going to live in the new part 
| of the house, Miss?” 

‘i: 

“You'll find it lonesome!” he said in a 
tone of melancholy. 

We had now skirted the base of the harbor 
and turned on to a narrower road that ran 


| “No, no,” she replied petulantly. “I 


about old Mr. 
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between small farms. The rain abruptly 
ceased, a pale silver light appeared in the 
west and we could clearly see the little, 
white houses, surrounded by their flat 
fields which were separated by low, stone 
walls shining with wet. The smell of the sea 
came strong and salt, and we saw its gleam 
under the silvery light. 

“Yon’s the Bay of Fundy,” said the 
driver. ‘“‘Your house is set between it and 
the harbor. To get to it we've got to go near 
the Bar, where the Light is, to cross a bridge 
over the creek, then double back again 
through the woods.” 

And this roundabout way we took, jolting 
between deep, muddy ruts, leaving behind 
the little farms, crossing the low, stone 
bridge, under which the tidal creek now 
swept, at high tide, to join the inner curve of 
the harbor, making our destination an island 
for the time. After the bridge came a sandy 
road between fields of drenched sea-grass 
where the mist rolled in twining clouds and 
the sound of the hoarse horn on the light- 
house rumbled heavily. 

We were crossing the bridge when first I 
noticed its mournful note, and from that 
moment, until months after when we left 
that strange house in the wood for ever, the 
sound of it was rarely out of my ears. 

On the rock where the red beacon shone a 
bell had been fixed, and when the waves were 
high it would add its musical knell to the 
note of the horn—Old Growler they called 
it there—so that one might never for a 
moment forget the threatening imminence 
of the sea. And farther out, there was a gun 
tended by some lonely wretch, and some- 
times with a hollow boom it was exploded, 
and the echo of it reverberated across the 
grassy waste and up through the moist, 
spruce woods to the lonely house. 

The lichened boughs swept the curtains of 
the car as we groped our way over the road 
which was now only a path. It was inky 
dark. The driver talked no more. He was 
intent on arriving without mishap. Pres- 
ently the headlights shone upon a clearing, 
then upon the wall of a house, then with 
throbbing engine we climbed a grassy steep 
and jolted to a stop before our own door 
Theo’s door, for the house was hers. 

(What fate is in store for these three young 
girls on their farm? Coming installments bring 
the developments of a strange and powerful 
tale that is one of the most brilliant new novels 
of the year. Order your copies now!) 


Thunder 


Continued from page 15 


came from the telephone Amy and Isabel 


were at the foot of the stairs saying good 
night to Evan. 

“We shan’t forget this party in a hurry,” 
said Isabel with her most friendly smile. 
“We're too old for picnics, Evan.”’ He glared 
jat her, and said with a visible effort, “At 
| least you're not to blame, dear little Amy.” 
| But Amy did not want to be forgiven. She 
| drew back sharply. 
“It’s been heaps of fun,’’ she said, blowing 
| one kiss among them all. ‘‘Hasn’t it, Bill?” 
and ran upstairs, leaving Evan standing at 
| the banister, the perfect picture of a man 
|puzzled by woman’s incomprehensible 
, humors. 

Isabel followed her. They undressed in 
silence. Mrs. Snibley came in with a jug of 
|rlch hot cocoa and a plate of cookies, and 
| took their soaked garments away with her. 
Isabel crawled between the sheets with 
unspeakable gratitude and relief, feeling for 
the hot water bottle. Even her aches and 
| pains grew vaguely pleasant in the warmth 
|and drowsiness that at once overwhelmed 
her. 

She became aware of Amy, quite rigid 


beside her, and crying softly. “‘Amy,”’ she 
| whispered. 

| “I—I’m sorry, Aunt Isabel. I c-can’t 
| help it.” 


| “Amy, my darling child, what is the 
| matter?” 
The sobs rose to a wail. “I can’t do it. I 


can’t go through with it. You’ll think mea 

a ghastly quitter.” 

“IT think you've been a dear little sport. 
You've backed me up through all this 
disastrous expedition. You've been sweet.” 

“You're wonderful,” said Amy tearfully. 
“You've been wonderful to me and Evan. 
Oh—oh—oh!” 

“Amy, stop it! Tell me this instant what 
is wrong.” 

Amy choked and swallowed, and said in a 
whisper, “I don’t love Evan any more. 
After all you've done for us—” Isabel 
grimaced in the darkness—‘‘l can’t—I 
couldn’t go on forever taking care of him. 
He’s a spoiled baby. I know he hated this 
old picnic. But he might have thought of 
me—even just once!” 

There was a long pause. Then Isabel said 
slowly, ‘‘Artists are usually egocentric, Amy. 
If you married Evan you would have to 
take that for granted. You know—adjust 
yourself to his temperament.” 

“That’s it. That’s what frightens me. 
He’s had such a hard time of it, poor boy. 
I used to want to take him in my arms and 
comfort him. But now—now I'd like to 
get into Bill’s arms and be comforted myself. 
Oh, what do you think of me?” 

“I think you are a very sensible little 
girl,” said Isabel drily. ‘‘Not everyone has 
the gumption to admit a mistake. And 
everyone should have at least one extran- 

Continued on page 36 
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WHICH WILL YOU DO? 


Nature always plays fair. She always issues warnings! 


It may be just a coated tongue tonight . . . Nothing to 
worry about. Dull eyes, a bad breath . . . Nothing serious. 


But Nature is telling you something by these harmless- 
seeming symptoms. She’s telling you that you may have a 
sick child tomorrow. 


So many serious illnesses need not have been serious. They 
started as little ailments which, neglected, grew into big ones. 


When Nature coats tongues, makes eyes dull and breath 
bad, she says, “Your child has eaten unwisely or perhaps has 
overeaten. His system is clogged with waste impurities. He 
needs help.”’ 


Help tonight is simple. Tomorrow it may be harder. A 
simple dose of Castoria tonight will bring relief; may even 
keep a serious illness from developing. 


Castoria, you know, is the children’s own remedy—is made 
specially to give the mild, gentle help their delicate organs 
require. 

In any starting illness, such as a cold, a little fever, a food 
upset, a first-aid dose of Castoria is always a wise precaution 
which your physician will commend you for. 


A noted child specialist says, ‘I always get best results by 
giving Castoria at night—with no supper, nothing but water 
until morning.” 


Its gentle effectiveness has brought quick comfort to many 
a baby suffering with colic pains, by relieving the gas pres- 
sure and urging little bowels to act. And it is the “standby” 
regulator for older children in many homes. 


You never have to coax your children to take Castoria. 
They like its taste and are grateful for the quick relief it 
brings to tied-up little systems. 

We have a helpful booklet for mothers, ‘““The Danger Age 


for Children,”” which we will gladly send free on request. 
Address Dept. 92, The Centaur Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ontario, 








LOOK FOR THE SIGNATURE ON THE PACKAGE 





No harsh Drugs ...no 
NARCOTICS in Castoria 


Of course you want to be sure the medicine 
you give your children is not harmful or 
habit-forming. Castoria is a pure vegetable 
preparation , absolutely safe. Real Castoria 
always has the name, Chas. H. Fletcher, 
on the package. It now comes in two sizes. 
The new family size contains about 214 
times the amount in the regular size. 
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EXTRA Softness 


You’d pay more money, wouldn’t you, to get a sanitary 
towel that was EXTRA soft, EXTRA safe and surgically 
clean? But you don’t need to, for although Modess is 

EXTRA SOFT (an extra cushion of downy cotton 

is meshed right in the gauze) 

EXTRA SAFE (moisture - resisting backing gives 

five times greater protection) 


EXTRA CLEAN (made in the same modern 
laboratories in which most of the surgical dressings 
for Canadian hospitals are produced) 


it costs no more than the ordinary kind. 


All these EXTRA advantages are there to give you 
EXTRA value. Once a woman discovers Modess she’s 
almost sure to buy it regularly. 


A Gohnson afohnson Product 


MADE iN CANADA 


World’s largest makers of surgical dressings, absorbent cottons, bandages, etc. 79 






















eous love affair before settling down, my 
dear. It gives perspective.” 

“I haven't appreciated Bill,”’ said Amy 
humbly. ‘‘He’s been marvellous. Aunt 
Isabel, I'll have to tell Evan tomorrow. I 
hate to think of it.”’ 

Isabel patted the warm young shoulder in 
its borrowed best nightgown of frilled 
flannelette. ‘Forget it, darling, and go to 
sleep. It'll be all right.’’ Amy sighed deeply, 
and Isabel let herself slide luxuriously into 
drowsiness again, glowing with a sense of 
triumphant virtue. Always her instincts 
vindicated themselves. How pleased 
Edward and Georgie would be. 


HEY started for home bright and early 

in the morning, all the Snibleys gathered 
at the step to wave them off, the littlest 
little boy howling with grief. This time 
Amy rode in the front seat with Bill. Evi- 
dently she had got through her bad half 
hour with Evan before breakfast, for his 
mood during the meal could only be 
described as ugly. Now he sat in grim 
silence, wincing occasionally when Amy’s 
clear laughter drifted back to them. It was 
a heavenly morning, a dancing morning. 
Every wet leaf sparkled in brilliant sun- 
shine, the air was cooled wine, the mud- 
puddles strung along the road were minia- 
ture mirrors with the blue sky in them. A 
morning made for young lovers, and only 
poor Evan was out of tune. 

To point the moral, Mrs. Snibley had 
stayed up past midnight with her hot stove 
and heavy flatirons to press their mussed 
clothing—all except Evan’s. Either fatigue 
had overcome her, or she could not forgive 
him that one unfortunate phrase, “‘my good 
woman.” At all events, in his shapeless ruin 
of a suit, with his chin hideously hacked 
from shaving with the absent Mr. Snibley’s 
venerable razor, he cut a sorry figure. 

The wells of Isabel’s sympathy filled 
rapidly. With what unspeakable arrogance 
she had walked into his life and made a 
mess of it! Now he had to endure a long 
difficult day and the trying drive back to 
town. What, she wondered, becomes of 
unsuccessful youngish composers? Do they 
play the pianos of second-rate restaurants or 
neighborhood movies? Or do they tum 
practical and get a job in a stockbroker’s 
office? Oh, Isabel, be careful! Remember 
your good resolutions and steel yourself 
against this irresistible impulse to untangle 
other people's knots. 

She said, with malice and double meaning, 
“Still sore? I know exactly what you're 
thinking. You're wishing you had never 
seen me.” 

“Do you wonder?” he asked bitterly. 

“I do. We should be rather good friends. 
You'll find me charming when you know 
me better.” 

“T sincerely trust I’ll never know you any 
better.” 

She laughed. “Oh, now, Evan! Don’t 
take it out on me. I’m terribly sorry about 
it, but of course it is the best thing for both 
of you. Amy would never understand you.” 

“When I think of her marrying that— 
that jolly boor! She’s much too fine.” 

“Oh, nonsense,” said Isabel. ‘Don't you 
know what the child really wants? A home, 
my dear; a home, a husband. Her mother 
all over again—blissfully domestic. She'd 
smother you with domesticity. You'd be 
bored. You'd go mad. Though I'm not 
sorry she fell in love with you. You've been 
a sort of vaccination against romance.”’ 

“You put things nicely,” 
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“But it’s quite true. And, of course, you 
have loved it—having someone as young 
and lovely as Amy hanging on your words, 
Too flattering at your age.” 

That made him angry. ‘‘You’ve referred 
to my age before. Aren’t you being a little 
rude about it?” 

“I’m forty myself,” said Isabel calmly, 
“and you're very closely thereabouts, though 
Amy told me you were thirty-three.” 

“Why shouldn’t it be the truth?” 

“Oh, my dear, I’m quite sure it isn’t. 
Tell me now, isn’t it time you settled down 
to be your age? Cultivate that white lock 
on your temple—” he flushed crimson 
“It’s terribly distinguished. And the inter- 
esting demeanor of an established and 
middle-ageing musician.” 

They were going through the woods again, 
with a great splashing of waters. The sweet 
rank smell of wet ferns filled the air, and 
cool drops flew in their faces as low branches 
brushed against the car. Isabel studied her 
victim. His profile was set in an unaltered 
grimness. Indeed, when he looked at her it 
was with an expression of definite dislike. 
She went on slowly, in her deepest, most 
delectable voice. “You know, Evan, we're 
really very much alike. Quite artificial, of 
course, highly civilized. We would enjoy the 
same kind of life. Plenty of cotton wool in it. 
Living in houses where the wheels go round 
so smoothly you never realize there are any 
wheels. And trave!—oh, travel certainly 
gives one the ultimate sense of luxury. The 
best cabin. The best hotels. The best of 
everything. And then, of course, perfect 
leisure.” 

He regarded her now with something like 
desperation, and Isabel murmured, “You 
should marry, Evan. You ought to marry 
money.” 

There was a long silence. She wondered 
what Amy was talking of, all animation, 
with her lips so close to Bill’s ear. What was 
Evan thinking? He must be turning mental 
somersaults. “It’s high time I married,” 
she told herself. ‘“‘Every woman should 
have some sort of child to look after, and 
really, I believe I could handle him - 
She said with smoothly simulated abstrac- 
tion, “I shall have to stay over for the 


wedding. Bill and Amy’s, I mean. I think 
I'll rent a little apartment. I detest these 
long indefinite visits, don’t you? Specially 


in a household all disorganized for a wed- 


ding. Bad as a new baby—or a funeral. If 
I find an apartment, Evan, that isn't too 
hideous and has room for a grand piano, 
will you—”’ she drew a long breath —‘‘will 
you come some day and have tea with me?” 

This time he looked at her with awakened 
interest, a prospecting look, a look Isabel 
considered with heightened color and 
brightened eves, a tribute and a triumph 
to a woman who had openly confessed to 
being forty. He said, ‘‘I simply don't under- 
stand you at all.” 

“IT detest being understood,”’ said Isabel. 
“We'll get along splendidly if you make a 
point of not understanding me. Will you 
come? Or shall I ask you to dinner? You 
know I can arrange the nicest little 
dinners ™ 

“Oh, by all means let it be dinner. I'll 
probably be eating in the cheaper cafeterias 
from now on. That is, unless I marry 
money,” 

Suddenly the taut, tired lines in his face 
dissolved in mirth. They were laughing 
together, quite unexpectedly and for no 
reason whatever. Isabel said gaily, ‘Well, 
perhaps it won't be too long.” 
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taken out without remaking. Three of 
these flannel petticoats will be sufficient. 

The little vests or shirts may be of soft, 
knitted, cotton material for summer wear, 
but should be of silk and wool or of all wool 
for the spring, fall and winter. They are 
usually made with a front fastening but, if 
knitted at home, it is better to have them 
to draw over the head. They should never 
be sleeveless, for even in the hottest weather 
a young baby’s arms are sensitive to cold 
and will need to be protected. They should 
be large and roomy, as with the greatest of 
care in laundering they will shrink some- 
what, and nothing is so uncomfortable as a 
tight vest. Three of these will generally be 
enough if good drying facilities are available. 
If they are to be hand knitted, be sure to 
get a wool that is soft and washes well. 

Flannel binders are easily and econom- 
ically made at home, as they are best 
without any kind of sewing, unless it is 
decided to have those that tie into place. 
Half a yard of fairly wide, very soft and 
fine flannel is required. This is torn across 
into four strips, making four binders, four 
and a half inches in width. The edges 
should be left just as they have been torn 
and should not be overcast. 

After the first two months, the binder 
may be replaced by a knitted diaper band, 
which is like a short, sleeveless vest. Three 
of these will be required. If, however, the 
weather is very warm, these may be dis- 
pensed with altogether. 

The diapers, of which three or four dozen 


My Dogs of the North 


Continued from page 20 


together the dogs may be in the train. The 
whip is made of plaited walrus hide with a 
very short handle. The first time I 
attempted to use it, I actually tied myself 
up. It coiled round and round me so that I 
had to be unwound. 

Always, too, there was a bully in the pack. 
He was a fine, big white dog with an entirely 
black head——a most unusual marking. He 
was a beauty, but like all bullies he was a 
coward. If a larger dog or one of his own 
size looked at him, he howled. If they came 
close to him, he rolled over on his back with 
his legs in the air and whimpered. He 
simply grovelled to any but smaller dogs and 
was always most servilely compliant. He 
was usually alone, the other dogs, going 
around in groups of two and three, would 
have none of him. 

The natives have various methods by 
which they firmly believed the strength and 
hunting qualities of the dogs could be 
increased. During puppyhood they pull the 
legs vigorously every day to increase its 
strength and to make them good runners. 
They blow in their nostrils, which is 
supposed to add to their already powerful 
sense of smell. Yellow being their favorite 
color for dogs, they tie bits of yellow moss 
around the necks of the young females so 
that when they, in turn, have puppies the 
offspring will be yellow. They tie the tails 
up on the backs so that they may have the 
wonderful curve and bushiness which is 
of such use to train dogs. Not only is this a 
real adornment, being like large plumes and 
giving their owners such a majestic air, but 
in the constant winter blizzards his tail is a 
dog’s only protection. He lies down curled 
up in a tight ball with all four feet together; 
the tail is a real shield, being brought around 
over the paws and head. A dog rarely 
moves during the raging of the storms. He 
will allow himself to be completely covered 
over with snow, and when it is over he gets 
up, stretches, and shakes himself. He is 
quite dry but leaves a round, damp hole 
where he has been lying. The dog with a 
poor tail suffers badly from the cold. 


RIVING dogs is always interesting. In 
the bush country it is more simple, as 
each dog follows after the other on a trail 
the width of the sledge. The pace kept up 
is more or less regular, about five miles an 
hour when the trails are well beaten, except 





will be required, should be of thick cotton. 
Probably one of the nicest and most satis- 
factory of materials for this purpose is 
canton flannel. It may be hemmed at home 
or bought in packets of a dozen. As they 
will require to be changed immediately they 
become damp, it is necessary that there 
should be a good supply on hand. A square 
of cheesecloth about nine inches across, 
placed inside the diaper, is a saving of work, 
for when it becomes soiled it can be thrown 
away, thus eliminating much of the 
unpleasantness of the laundering. 

Rubber panties should not be worn except 
for visiting purposes. They are unhealthy, 
cause a reduction in weight and, acting as a 
poultice, often produce a rash or other skin 
irritation. 

For the laundering of all baby clothes 
nothing but the purest of soap should be 
used. No strong soda or washing fluid must 
ever be added to the water, or baby’s 
delicate skin will become chafed and sore, 
and a rash or other form of irritation may 
result. A pure, bland soap, or one of the 
pure soap flakes such as are sold for the 
laundering of fine lingerie, may be used with 
perfect safety, care being taken, of course, 
to see that every particle of soap is rinsed 
away. If obstinate stains cannot be 
removed in this way, the cotton garments 
may be boiled, but it is better to let such 
stubborn stains remain for a while rather 
than to risk their removal by chemicals 
which are likely to injure baby’s tender 
skin. 


Baby’s Skin 


HAT is so beautiful as baby’s velvety, pink skin. How 
anxious is every mother to keep it so and to avoid the 
various irritations of the skin which not only mar baby’s 

beauty but also cause much of baby’s discomfort and suffering. 
There is one preparation which is known and appreciated 
above all others in this connection and that is Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment. It is so delightfully soothing and healing in its 
influence and so certainly effective as an antiseptic, that mothers 
" +| have learned to depend upon it implicitly. 
| ee Asa result you usually find Dr. Chase’s Ointment 
along with baby’s bath soap and when the bath is 
| over the ointment is applied wherever there is chafing 
when the dogs are very fresh and catch a or any irritation of the skin. 


scent. Then they are off without a note of 

warning like an express train. Often I was Were. Chase’s Ointment 
upset into a snowdrift or dragged for half a ' 

mile before I could stop them. But in the . 
Barren Lands it is very different. Each dog _ co = 
is on his own trace, attached to the komatik, —, 


or sledge, which is about sixteen feet long Y B ® ' ; | e 
and eighteen inches wide. A team com- 
prises any number of dogs from two or three our aby “~ best riend 


to ten or twelve, but eight is the usual 
number, and when travelling they spread 


out fan shape, the lead dog being about 

out fan shape, the lead dog being about’ any heecome your ally, too! 
for the separate traces is that each dog is 

thus enabled to choose his foothold when | 

travelling over the rough ice or rocks. W,: 

To newcomers the howling of the dogs is a ATCH that youngster of yours as 
most awesome sound. At night as we sat he fondles cna the big, gra 
quietly reading, suddenly at the very door) 7 B,T.can... Hear him chortle wit 
one long-drawn-out howl would be heard glee as the soft, bland powder falls in 
and taken up immediately by our own pack a gossamer cloud over his divinel 
and others in the distance—not gradually | —. fo little bod y 
by one or two but instantly by them all. | pin je SOR7- 


It was most weird and apt to strike terror | . 
into the heart of a timid person. Then, _ He knows how kind Z. B. T. Baby Tal- 


as suddenly as it commenced, it would stop, | cum is... how it cools the skin, draws 
instantly and completely, as though it had} out every trace of dangerous moisture, 
been turned off at its source. And again’ neutralizes body acids and guards 
there would reign that strained stillness: goainst infection. Free from lime, 
which one seemed to hear. It cannot be ie or any other irritant, Z. B. T. con- 
aa yg apes ae SEES 5 See tains a special ingredient which not 
say, “Listen. eardrums almost see . 

5 . : 1 nder skin, but heals 
to beat with the intense silence. only Ti es te ° . 

So is it surprising that after my long years 43 W4 
of comparative dependence upon dogs I 
have come to understand and love our four-| You, too, should know the beneficent 
footed friends so greatly? Dumb they can| effects of Z.B.T. When perspiration 
never be called, for each inflection of their} causes angry chafing, when tired feet 
voices has a a ae ong the} itch and burn, this wy medion’ 
expression in their faces is always the same | egmpound talc brings the very relie e 

a never-ceasing faith and trust and adora- you a for. Use it freely as Sheen B. T. ander wee = It yourself, Oe, 
tion. They will follow their masters through powder. , after the bath and shaving. if you preter, mat the ae mn 
fire and water, for weeks and months along | cents to cover ostage, an wwe gla y 
miles of spirit-breaking trail, content only send youa fullsize Junior” can. 
to be with them and asking in return so 
little, so very little—a feed at the end of the 
day, and, if not that, a corner in which to} 
lie and rest before starting the next day’s | 
journey. 

May there be in heaven a place for our | 

eR as eee — ss BABY 427 St. Francis Xavier St., Montreal, Can. 
most loyal friends, and may I, too, be able | Gentlemen :—Enclosed find 4c in stam 0 Soncrhie® genase 
to qualify for a place there where I may e Ps PURO MMUE WE 87d me 4 full-size “Junior” can of Z. B.T. Baby Talcum. 
meet again our many cheerful, hard-working | NAME ee ee ieee 
train dogs and my beloved Major, Tough| (Zg@gg@eri ew eis reed Sia aes iat 76 ADDRESS 
and Cinders! | CITY _ 











Your druggist or chain store sells 
Z.B.T. in three sizes—50c, 25c and Made in Canada, J.T. WAIT CO., Ltd., Montreal 


10c. Resent substitutes! Get a can of 
FREE JUNIOR SIZE CAN 


J. T. WAIT CO., Ltd. Dept. C-6, 
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“Look what 
Breast-Feeding 


did for Pe!” 


You see this healthy baby after 11 
months in the world. His mother breast 
fed him—and gave him the best possible 
start on his way to happy childhood. 


It is tremendously important that you 
breast-feed your baby, yourself. Ma- 
ternal milk, germ-free and of correct 
composition, is your baby’s surest safe- 
guard against rickets and other infant 
ailments. Artificial food is no substi- 
tute for the breast-milk of a healthy 
mother. 


Drink Ovaltine regularly before baby 
comes and during the nursing period 
to ensure a rich and adequate supply 
of breast-milk, and also to rebuild your 
own strength and vitality quickly. This 
is the advice of doctors, nurses and 
mothers the world over. 


Three of nature’s best foods, new-laid 
eggs, barley malt and full creamy milk— 
right from Canadian farms—are concen- 
trated in Ovaltine by a highly scientific 
Ovaltine is delicious and very 
easily digested. In fact it actually digests 
several times its own weight of the starch 
content of other food. When taken as the 
meal-time beverage it helps you to get 
the most good from your meals. Further- 
more, Ovaltine does not contain cane 
sugar to harm teeth or digestion and it 
is not fattening. Sweeten it to taste. 


Ovaltine is just as delicious taken cold as 
hot. It is very cooling and refreshing and 
invigorating. To make it, just add 2 tea- 
spoonfuls of Ovaltine to a glass of cold 
milk and whisk to a smooth consistency 
with your egg beater—or use a shaker. 


Sold at all stores, in air-tight tins, 50c, 75c, 
$1.25 and $4.50 (very economical size). 





Dressed in her best bib and tucker, Miss Beverley Smith poses for 


Chatelaine. 


A BABY’S 


Her home is in New Westminster, B.C. 


CLOTHES 


Just what does he really need? 


by MARGARET LAINE. 


N BUYING or making clothes for the 

new baby, the young mother is often at a 
loss to know just how many of the little 
garments she is likely to require and also 
which are the most practical ones to provide. 
Frequently a great deal of money is wasted 
upon a larger layette than is necessary, 
some of the things being scarcely used at 
all. Babies grow very rapidly and it is not 
|advisable to have more clothes than will 
| actually be needed; therefore the numbers 
given here indicate the minimum quantity 
required. Naturally, when only this min- 
| imum is provided, it will mean that they 
imust be laundered daily, and that is the 
usual procedure. 

As far as dresses are concerned, no specific 
| number can be given, as the requirements 
of each baby will vary according to his, or 
his mother’s, social inclinations. During 
|the first months of life, a baby spends 
practically the whole of his time in his cot, 
only being taken from it for bathing and 
feeding purposes and for his outings. 
| Nothing is so comfortable under these con- 
| ditions as a soft nightgown. A pretty little 
' kimono may be provided, in which he can 
| be wrapped when taken up for inspection 
'by admiring friends. If, however, he is to 
make many social calls, he will need to be 
dressed accordingly, and the number of 
| dresses required, with petticoats to match, 
| must be regulated by the frequency of such 
calls. For the ordinary daily outings in his 
| baby carriage, the nightgown is sufficient, 
|covered with wrappings according to the 
| weather. A soft woollen jacket or shawl is 
|excellent with leggings, gloves and bonnet 
of the same material. Other warm coverings 
|}may be placed over him when necessary. 
For severe weather a fur-covered baby 
| bunting bag is ideal. 


' 





Four nightgowns will be required if he is 
to wear them during both the day and night 
hours, otherwise three will be sufficient. A 
clean one must always be at hand in case of 
emergencies, such as sudden vomiting. 
These nightgowns are usually made of a soft 
cotton material or a good quality flannel- 
ette, and never of linen, which is not as 
cosily warm and becomes chilly when damp. 
Of course, no starch is ever put into these 
nightgowns or in any other garment which 
will come into contact with the tender baby 
skin. For convenience, they should be made 
to open all the way down the back. 

The flannel petticoats—or barracoats as 
they are usually called here-—are quite 


simple to make at home and in a more | 


convenient shape. The skirt part should be 
simply a straight piece of fine, soft flannel 
gathered to a straight piece of the material 
which forms the bodice. This is cut away 
slightly under the arms. The armholes and 
neck are usually bound with a soft silk bind- 
ing, strips of which are used for shoulder 
straps. They are made to open all the way 
down the back and are fastened with ties at 
the back of the neck and at the waist. The 
back edges and the hem may be herring- 
boned or bound. If these barracoats are 
made full enough to serve as petticoats when 
the time for shortening arrives, it will be 
an added economy and it will then only be 
necessary to sew up the back seam and to 
make a new hem. As the baby grows 
quickly and flannel has always the tendency 
to shrink, a large pleat is often made in the 
front of the bodice and a similar one on 
either side of the back of it. The bodice 
and skirt are, of course, cut very much 
larger than is required at first to allow for 
these pleats, which are put in after the 
garment is made and can thus be easily 








OVA LT] NE And now — A Mothercralt Service 


FOR CHATELAINE READERS 


The Food Beverage That 
Enables Mothers to Breast-feed their Babies 


If unable to obtain Ovaltine locally, send 


the coupon below for a sample tin. 


FPP SPS P22 2 2 ee ee ee 


: A. Wawnper LimIrep, 
i Peterborough, Ontario. | 
1 I enclose 10c to cover cost of packing ! 
and postage. Send me your test package 
of Ovaltine. 
. 2 | 
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Arrangements have just been completed whereby Chatelaine 


readers can obtain on request the very fine series of monthly letters on 
prenatal and post-natal care which is issued by the Canadian Council 
on Child and Family Welfare, through its Child Hygiene Section in 
co-operation with the Departments of Public Health. The letters cover 
the care of the expectant mother for the nine months preceding the 
| baby's birth, and the care of the baby during the first year of life. 
Readers wishing to receive copies of these letters monthly should 
address their requests to Mothercraft Service, Chatelaine, 153 Universit y 


| Avenue, Toronto, Ontario. 
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For Children’s Hair 
Your child will have glor- 
iously lovely hair if you 
use Evan Williams Sham- 
poos regularly. j 
Buy “Camomile” for fair { 
hair; “Ordinary” for dark ‘ 
hair, at your druggists. 
Imported from England 
SOLD EVERYWHERE 


wdian Distributors 
PALMERS LIMITED. MONTREAL 









See how much better 


You will feel . . cx: 
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The 
“ALL-TIME” 








The Only 
Shoes that— 


—protect against leather acids. 


—the only shoes your dealer can get in 
181 sizes and width combinations. 


—the only shoes selling at same cash 
prices everywhere, 


HURLBUT 


CUSHION-SOLE 


Shoes « Children — - 
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Patterns in 
1847 Rogers Bros. 
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; Wm. Rogers & Son In 1847 Rogers Bros. 

d Teaspoons were 


$7.50 the dozen. 
They are now $2.50 
for six. 

— And a complete 
26- piece Tray Set 
with S.H. Mirror 
Stainless Knives as 
low as $27.00. 

Wm. Rogers & Son 
Teaspoons were 
$4.00 the dozen. 
Today they are $1.25 
for six—with a 26- 
piece set—.S.H. 
Mirror Stainless 


Knives as low as 


$15.00. 


Genuine Original Rogers Silverplate 


1847 ROGERS BROS. 
and 
WM. ROGERS & SON 


When buying Silverware — Insist upon products of the (J [S} international Silver Co. 
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Say, Sis, this is our lucky day! 
Great news! I just heard mother say 
She’s got a baby powder here 

That makes the chafing disappear, 


Notice that soft, silky smoothness when you’ 


rub some Johnson’s Baby Powder between 
your thumb and finger! It feels almost like a 
cream in powder form! You can understand, 
can’t you, why babies love its soothing, heal- 
ing touch? 


Here is the reason for this super-softness; 
Johnson’s Baby Powder is made from the very 
finest Italian talc, composed of light, downy 
flakes. But a comparison will show you that 
some baby powders contain sharp, needle-like 
particles, due to inferior talc ingredients. You 
wouldn’t want them next your baby’s skin! 


Be safe; test Johnson’s Baby Powder between 
the thumb and finger. You’ll know then that 
it is the finest you can use for your baby. 


A Special Baby Soap and Baby Cream 


Johnson's Baby Soap, with its delicate fragrance and rich, 
cleansing lather, and Johnson’s Baby Cream, which relieves 
and prevents chafing, chapping, ‘‘diaper rash’’, prickly heat 
and sun and wind burn, are two additional products made 
especially for baby’s comfort. Use them today! 


doh MS501US 


Baby Powder 


ae 





FREE SAMPLES ! In order that you may test Johnson’s Baby Powder, Soap and 
Cream, without expense, we will be glad to send you a generous sample of each—free 
of charge. Write to Johnson & Johnson, Limited, Montreal. 
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Our HANDICRAFT STUDIO 


Any of these good looking home and gift 
ideas are ready for you to put together 


by MARIE LE CERF 


These Handicrafts 


Are designed and 
created in the 
Chatelaine’s own 
handicraft studio. 
Order from Marie 
Le Cerf, the Chate- 
laine, 153 Uni- 
versity Avenue, 
Toronto, by postal 
note, money order, 
or registered cash. 
If sending cheque, 
kindly add _ fifteen 
cents for bank 
exchange. Articles 
from previous 
issues can always 
be supplied. 


Embroidered Chair Set 


A very effective design to be done in 
wool crewel work, in brilliant shades 
and natural colors. No. C 107, stamped 
on heavy cream or brown Irish linen, 
is 75 cents for the chair set, and $1 for 
the chesterfield set, 18 by 36 inches. 
Worked solid as shown, wools for chair 
are $1.08 and for chesterfield $1.50. 
If worked in chain stitch, wools for 
chair 60 cents and for chesterfield 78 
cents. 











An Attractive Shoe Bag With Pockets 


To hang on the inside of the cupboard 
door. Pockets for six pairs of shoes are 
provided and a long flap covers over all. 
Heavy Dutch blue casement cloth is 
worked in gold. No. C 95 is 36 by 23 
inches, 95 cents; cottons for working, 8 
cents. 


For the Baby's Chair 


Seat and back pads are separate, both 
being interlined with batting. Design is 
worked through the batting to give kitty 
the “stuffed” effect. C 117, of soft English 
jaspe, with batting, cottons, binding and 
ties, 85 cents. 















A Spring Scarf in Flower 
Colors 


In silk crépe—medium 
blue lined with lighter 
blue; medium brown with 
fawn, or green with 
yellow. Tulip design 
worked in contrasting 
wools. C 110, size 9 by 48 
inches, complete, $1.35. 
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| There’s aA Real Thell in 


quiet, vibrationless performance of the V-type eight-cylinder engine, 


features.... Quick acceleration. Ease of steering and control. Seventy- 

five miles an hour. Fifty-five miles an hour in second. Silent second gear. 

Silent, synchronized gear shift. Large, effective, four-wheel brakes. Flexi- 

ble springs and new self-adjusting Houdaille hydraulic shock absorb- 

: ers. Reliable, carefree service over many thousands of miles. Low first 


cost and low cost of operation. Attractive lines, colors and upholstery. 


THE NEW FORD 


<> 


“THe CANADIAN CAR” 


GP 


MOTOR eo wrPa zy O F 
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: . Driving phe New Ford Fight 


Mororinc is a real joy in the New Ford Eight because of the smooth, 


and the riding comfort of the low, roomy bodies. There are many other 


EIGHT 


CANA BRA, 












Tue New Forp Ericutr ConvertTisL—E CABRIOLET 


Low, good-looking, modern. Wide seat upholstered in 
genuine leather or Bedford Cord. Water-proof, non- 
shrinkable tan top is easy to raise and lower. Windshield 
and all windows are made of safety glass. Comfortable 
rumble seat. Full-width, single-bar bumpers, chromium 
plated. Distinctive steel-spoke wheels with large hub caps. 
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that his cheek almost lay on his shoulder. 
“I’m comin’,’’ he said, then with a porten- 
tous deliberation that took Sarah aback he 
stepped inside and carefully shut the door. 
‘““Now’’—Jake jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder—‘‘how long’s this being goin’ on? 
They was tellin’ me in Tim’s last night—” 

“They were tellin’ you,’’ shrilled Sarah. 
“T like that! What time had they for tellin’ 
you anything after all the talkin’ you—” 

“‘But I was no for believin’ them,” went 
on Jake steadily, “I was no for believin’ 
that ye would make a fool of me for the 
whole camp to laugh at—’”’ 

“Me make a fool of you! Jake Billings, 
have you the face—”’ 

“T was tellin’ them maybe ye hung them 
out for an airin’ once or twice during the 
year, you being so death on moths and the 
like; but they swore that ye hung them out 
soaking wet every week—” 

“So ye’re not denyin’ ye told them?” 
Sarah’s eyes were like grappling irons. “Ye 
got the face to stand there, Jake Billings, 
and tell me that ye made a fool of your 
lawful wedded wife in that dirty shanty of 
the Haggertys—”’ 

Jake’s hairy-backed fists grew white at 
the knuckles. “Every man, woman and 
child in this camp believes I sleep in that 
outlandish rig—”’ 

“Not if you can help it, they don’t—”’ 
Sarah’s voice clamored for the release of 
hysteria. “If ye had to make a fool of me, 
did ye need to pick on Norah Haggerty— 
that dirty, idle draggletail—”’ Fe us 

“Norah Haggerty could be cline” 
countered Jake sternly, “but if I had to 
choose between a dirty wife or a comfortable 
wife, I’d—” 

“Ye would, would ye! Well, it’s just too 
bad ye didn’t—” 

“It is that!” Jake’s heavy brows pulled 
together. ‘“‘Ye were an old maid when I 
married ye, but I thought ye might turn 
human, come time. Ye had a lot of fool 
notions but—”’ 

“Notions! Notions is it? Ye never had a 
cent put by till I saved it for ye. Ye never 
had a clean shirt to yer back or a place to 
put it—” 

“‘There’s a lot more to being married than 
saving and clean shirts. There’s—there’s 
. . .” Jake groped for words, his hands 
lifted in a futile gesture. 

Sarah’s laugh splintered between them. 
“Aye,” she said, “there’s give and take, 
live and let live. Look at that calendar! 
Just a year ago this very day, this very 
night—if ye’d worn the pyjamas, oh, that 
one and only thing I asked ye to do for me 
—if ye’d worn them pyjamas, ye could have 
put yer feet in the oven, smoked in the 
house if I had to wash the curtains twice a 
week, spit in the coal bucket. But ye 
laughed and made fun—and wore yer 
underwear!” 

Jake reached for the door knob. Ina daze 
of emotion Sarah heard the pulley line 
screech protestingly, then the pyjamas 
hurtled to her feet. ‘“That’s the last of them 
things I ever want to see,” said Jake from 
the doorway. “Have yer supper when ye 
like. I want none.” 

Sarah heard the alley gate slam, and a 

sudden weakness in her knees made her 
grope for achair. Oh,oh,oh.. . 
A long time she sat staring down at the 
brightly striped pyjamas then she lifted 
them from the floor and draped them care- 
fully over the chair back. Still another long 
interval, then she stood up firmly, brewed 
and drank a strong cup of tea and set the 
ironing board securely on its stand. 


ENERGY ? 


P ove the 
Effectiveness of This 


Delicious Food 


S your old-time punch and energy gone? One 
likely way to recover both is through the regular 
use of Post’s Bran Flakes—if the evils of constipa- 
tion need to be overcome. Post’s Bran Flakes is a 
bulk food made to prevent constipation caused by 
lack of bulk in the diet. Eat it for health and 
enjoyment. 


Eat Post’s Bran Flakes 
every day. With milk or 
cream as a cereal. Or 
with berries or fruits in 
season. In 


golden, toasted flakes 
you'll enjoy bran ina 
most tempting and deli- 
cious form. Post’s Bran 

Flakes is made 


these crisp, in Canada. 


POST’S 
BRAN FLAKES 


Ordinary cases of constipation, associated with too little bulk in the 
diet, should yield to Post’s Bran Flakes. If your case is abnormal, 
consult @ competent physician at once and follow his advice. 


AKE BILLINGS put out a careful foot in 
the dark and located the scraper. He felt 
a vague uneasiness. There had been some- 
thing back there that he couldn’t get a grip 
on. All the time they were treating him, 
there had been some joke—something—it 
B2-32M worried him so that the drink had barely 
taken hold. 

A man had to be careful with a wife like 
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Pyjamas 


Continued from page 19 


Sarah. It wouldn’t do for them to know he 
liked her cleanness. It wouldn’t do for 
them to know he took his time along the 
alley just to get the difference between their 
places and his own neat yard. It wouldn't 
do for Sarah to know either. Got a bit above 
herself, did Sarah. 

A man had to put his foot down some- 
where. Well, his had gone down with a 
vengeance. Thrown them at her, he had! 
Taken them right off the line and—Would 
they still be lying on the floor? 

From the doorway his glance swept the 
kitchen. Not a stripe in sight. His relief 
blinded him to the ominous straightness of 
Sarah’s back as she laid down her darning. 

“Puttin’ on a night shift tomorrow,”’ 
Jake volunteered sociably as he hung his 
sweater behind the door. 

Sarah stared straight ahead at the window 
curtains. 

Jake turned and eyed her uncomfortably. 
A Sarah that did not rail and scold over his 
coming home late—a Sarah who just 
_. ee 

Jake raised his voice, ‘“They’re puttin’ on 
a night shift tomorrow,” but Sarah never 
took her eyes from the curtains. 

“Well, I'll be gettin’ to bed,” he said, 
sure that this would bring a storm of protest. 
The coal bucket was empty; so was the 
wood-box, but Sarah spoke never a word, 
and now he saw that there was a strangeness 
about her as if she were waiting for some- 
thing, and terribly hard set in the waiting. 

There had been something so violent 
about the atmosphere of the kitchen that 
Jake filled his lungs with quiet air before he 
turned on the bedroom light. 


GARAN rose and stood by the stove, 
listening. She forgot that the porridge 
had not been put on for the morning, that 
the kettle had boiled dry, and the clock 
needed winding —the bedroom light clicked 
out. It hadn’t taken Jake long, but he 
must have seen the pyjamas. 

Jake had. They had leapt at him from the 
chair back. It had not taken him long, for 
he had stripped to his underwear as if his 
clothes were afire, and huddled beneath the 
bedcovers. What a woman! 

The bed was just a lighter patch of dark- 
ness as Sarah walked with automatic pre- 
cision and set the clock down on the bureau. 
She put a hand out to locate the chair back 
and her fingers touched the coolness of well- 
ironed flannelette. He hadn’t put them on. 

“The pyjamas, Jake—Did ye see them?” 

“Yeh, I saw them.” Jake’s answer 
sounded muffled as if the bedcovers lay 
across his mouth. 

“Ye're not puttin’ them on?” Sarah made 
the question both a threat and a plea. 

“I’m wearin’ my underwear,” said Jake 
with a dignity that should have been 
ridiculous but was not. 

Quietly Sarah went to the long box 
beneath the window and opened its cretonne 
disguised lid. A vagrant breeze billowed the 
curtains and carried the pungent smell of 
moth balls across the room. 

‘What are ye doin’, Sarah?” 

“I’m gettin’ out beddin’,”” she answered 
with the awful solemnity of a judge saying, 
“And you will hang by the neck until 
dead.” 

“There’s lots on the bed,” he assured 
her, refusing to credit the preposterous 
suspicion that had come to him. “*What arc 
ye goin’ to—” ' 

“Ye’ve lost a wife this day, Jake Billings. 
See what fun ye can make out or that. A 
great joke, a fine man to set every woman In 
camp on his wife—every last one of them on 
their back step this morning, laughingeand 
tee-heeing; and me that’s been a hard- 
working, faithful wife to you standing there 
without a friendly face that I could look into 
along the whole alley—” a 

Jake sat up with a jerk, “This mornin ! 
What happened this mornin’?” 

“And this evening,” went on Sarah, her 

Continued on page 44 
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The photographs of the High Tea Lace Blouse, in two yellow shades 
banana and marigold, is shown through the courtesy 
of the Monarch Knitting Company. 


The P rettiest Siew 
This High Tea Lace Blouse 


For Many Summer Occasions 


F COURSE, it can be worn for more 

occasions than simply “high tea,” 

but the name expresses its appear- 
ance better than any other. It might be 
worn for shopping or for business, too, 
although its filmy daintiness makes it most 
suitable for those nice informal teas you 
share with your family or your friends, for 
afternoons when you put on your new suit, 
or for summertime lazy days with a silk, 
linen or cotton-and-wool skirt. The blouse 
shown is made in two delightful shades of 
yellow—-banana and marigold. So you can 
see how charming it would look with a 
natural linen skirt, or a deep blue or green. 
The newest blouses are made in two tones 
of the same color. You might choose two 
tones of blue or green or pink or mauve— 
each would be very lovely. 

The lace blouse requires two balls of 
Fairy banana, one ball of Fairy marigold, 
and one pair of No. 8 needles. 

Using banana Fairy and No. 8 needles 
cast on 130 stitches, k 1 row, p 1 row. The 
pattern consists of twelve rows—6 knitted 
rows on right side of work and 6 purled 
rows wrong side of work. 

Ist row—Knit 5 * yarn over, k 2, k 2 
together, k 2. Repeat from * across row 
ending with k 5. 

2nd row—Purl all across row. 

3rd row—Knit 5 * yarn over, k 1, yarn 
over, k 1, k 3 together, k 1. Repeat from * 
across row ending with k 5. 

4th row—Purl across row. 

5th row—Knit 5 * yarn over, k 3, yarn 
over, k 3 together. Repeat from * across 
row ending with k 5. 

6th row—Purl across row. 

7th row —Knit 6, * yarn over, k 3 together, 
yarn over, k 3. Repeat from * across row 
ending with k 6. 

8th row—Purl across row. 

9th row—Knit 7, * yarn over, k 2 together, 


k 4. Repeat from * across row ending k 7. 
10th row—Purl across row. 
Knit 1 row, p 1 row. Repeat No. 1 to 
No. 9. 
Back 


Repeat pattern six times. At beginning 
of 7th pattern cast off 4 stitches at beginning 
of 2 rows. Then 3 sts at beginning of next 
2 rows. Now k 2 sts together at the end of 
every 3rd row on each armhole nine times. 
Then continue knitting until the 10th 
pattern has been completed. Cast off 7 
sts at beginning of the next 8 rows; this 
allows 28 sts for each shoulder and 42 sts 
remain for neck line. Cast these off. 


Front 


Repeat as for back. When the 4th 
diamond pattern is completed begin to add 
1 st av the 2nd st from end of every row. 
On completion of 5th pattern, there should 
be 15 stockinette sts counting from middle 
st of each outside pattern to the edge of 
front. At beginning of 6th pattern k 9, 
yarn over, thus starting another diamond 
pattern. In this way introduce another 
diamond pattern at the end of row. On 
completion of 6th pattern, there will be 16 
stockinette sts at end of each needle. At 
beginning of 7th pattern, cast off 4 sts k 10 
repeat row No. 1 purling. Cast off 4 sts. 
Repeat casting off 3 sts at beginning of 
next 2 rows. Continue with pattern, 
reducing Ist at armhole every 3rd row 
until 9 sts have been dropped each side. 
Continue until the 10th pattern is com- 
pleted. Bind off 7 sts at beginning of next 


8 rows, then bind off the remaining sts | 


which form the cowl neckline. 
Join back and front, sewing at shoulders 
and under arms. 
Continued on page 48 
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It shows NICE Perception 
to use “White Swan” 


HE perfect hostess thinks 

of these ‘“‘little’’ things. 
Every appointment in the 
guest’s bedroom and bath shows 
a nice perception, a sense of 
what is expected. That is why 
“White Swan,” a toilet tissue 
which comes as carefully pro- 
tected as an antiseptic bandage, 
is usually found in the better 
homes. Yet the cost is no higher 
than that asked for any other 
brand of good tissue. 


Eddy Toilet Tissues are manu- 
factured with “hospital clean- 
liness.”” Even the water used in 
the making is first sterilized and 
purified in the new $400,000 
Eddy Filtration Plant. 


Each roll of ““White Swan” con- 
tains 750 sheets of soft, creped, 
white-swan tissue, in a dust- 
proof wrapper. This, the most 
popular brand of Eddy tissue, is 
also made in ‘‘Recess” size for . 
built-in fixtures. 


THE E. B. EDDY 
COMPANY, Limited 
HULL, CANADA 


Makers of a wide range of Quality paper for 
Commercial, Professional and Domestic Use. 


DREADNOUGHT 
Also one of the popular 
Eddy Toilet Tissues. 
Rolls contain 7 ounces 
of sterilized, creped 
tissues. 


DYS 




















































Another favourite brand 
of Eddy Toilet Tissue. 
Rolls have 700 sheets of 
soft sanitary paper. 
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THEY CALL IT 
“ATHLETE’S FOOT” 
BUT IT ISN’T A 
JOKING MATTER 


| voice thick with bitterness. “I make no 
doubt ve’ve been sittin’ tellin’ them all how 
ye married an old maid, and now ye're 
sorry for it 
“Ye're talkin’ wild nonsense, woman. I 
was havin’ a beer wi’ the boys, seeing as I'd 
let slip down the mine that we were married 
a year ago this day.” 
“Well, ye can let it slip down the mine 
tomorrow that ye’ve lost a wife this day.” 
“Megsty me! What a woman! Her arms 
were crowded with blankets, sheets, a pillow 
—he couldn’t let her 


ee y 3 q T 2 “Sarah!” He halted her on the threshold, 
ys \ HLE K ey his voice hoarse and constrained. ‘‘It’s 
account of my back, Sarah,” he explained. 

E ] | i. ee '“‘I’d wear them but I get cold awful easy in 


| my back. I—” 
preys on millions of people 


She looked at him over the woolly mound. 
“Ye’re lyin’, Jake Billings. But when ye’re 
| boastin’ to the Haggertys that I couldn’t 
make ye wear them, don’t forget to tell 
them that ye had the bed to yerself and will 
| have from now on.” 
| Megsty me! What a woman! 
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EFORE the green leaves of sum- 
mer fade into the gold of fall, 
many men and women who read no 
further than this paragraph will wish 
they had followed this message to the 
very end. 


Here is a simple statement of fact: 
At least 10 million people will be prey 
this summer to that widespread infec- 
tion called “‘Athlete’s Foot.” 

Here is another: Countless people 
who have “Athlete’s Foot” today are 
doing nothing about it because they do 
not consider the danger signals serious. 

The peril comes from the fact that 
the germs, when unchecked, dig deep 
into skin and underlying tissues. They 
cause the skin to crack open, bringing 
on a soreness often so painful that 
shoes cannot be worn. 


That’s how serious “Athlete’s Foot” 
can become. And even more serious, 
if other infections such as blood poi- 
soning, lockjaw and erysipelas pass 
into the blood stream through those 
open sores. 

Watch your step in places 


where “‘Athlete’s Foot” abounds 


It is one of nature’s ironies that 
**Athlete’s Foot” should attack most 


FOR SUNBURN, TOO! 


Simply douse soothing, cooling Absorbine Jr. on burning, feverish 
skin, after every exposure. It takes out the sting and encourages 
a sun-tan coat. No unpleasant odor, not greasy. Wonderful, too, 
for insect bites, bruises, burns, sore muscles. 


ABSORBINE JR. 


for years has relieved sore muscles, muscular aches, 
bruises, burns, cuts, sprains, abrasions 

















[ DON’T LET IT PREY ON YOU! | 


people when they are exposing their 
bare feet to damp surfaces in the very 
act of promoting health. 


For the tiny ringworm germ which 
causes this infection lurks by the bil- 
lions on locker- and dressing-room 
floors. It swarms on beach walks and 
on edges of swimming pools, in gyms 
and bathhouses—even in your own 
spotless bathroom. 


Use Absorbine Jr. to kill 
the germ of “Athlete's Foot” 


You may have the first symptoms of 
“Athlete’s Foot” without knowing it 
until you examine the skin between 
your toes. At the slightest sign douse 
on Absorbine Jr., morning and night. 


Laboratory tests have demonstrated 
that Absorbine Jr. kills quickly, when 
it reaches the germ. Clinical tests have 
also demonstrated its effectiveness. 


Write for free sample 
Absorbine Jr. has been so: beneficial 


that substitutes are sometimes offered. 
Don’t expect relief from a “just-as- 
good-as.” There is nothing like 
Absorbine Jr. Take a bottle on every 
outing. For free sample write W. F. 
Young, Inc., Lyman Bldg., Montreal 





GARAE jerked and pommelled the living 
room couch into a semblance of a bed, 
then lay, face set in anger, fists knuckling 
her breast. 

Oh, what she wouldn’t do to Jake Billings 
after this! She would shout things after him 
for all the camp to hear: “‘Mind ye bring yer 
pay straight home,” or, “Don’t be drinkin’ 
with that dirty blackguard, Tim Haggerty.”’ 
She would shame him, make a mock of him 
for all the camp to see. 

Each vow, each protest, instead of pyra- 
miding till she had a tower of belief in her 
own ultimate victory seemed to hollow the 
ground from under her feet. She had no 
heart for fighting—he had called her an 
old maid; he thought Norah Haggerty a 
better wife. It meant nothing to him that his 
house was like a new pin, that she washed, 
mended, patched, so that he looked as 
different from the rest of them as her 
backyard from the littered jungles on 
either side. . . 

Sarah jerked coweringly against the wall. 
With the suddenness of a thunderclap on a 
sky-clear day, a maelstrom of devastating, 
ear-splitting sound circled the house. Bells, 
whistles, cans beaten like deafening gongs, 
voices howling derisively. Through the 
slack-edged blinds, a glow streaked the wall. 
Bonfires! 
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Pyjamas 


Continued from page 42 


Sarah wanted to clap her hands over her 
ears. She wanted to shut out the ribald 
sallies, the shouted taunts—they were call- 
ing on Jake between malicious bursts of 
laughter, ““Got the fancy pants on, Jake?” 
they taunted. “Ye wearin’ the fancy 
pants?” 

They had nothing against Jake—they 
liked Jake, but they wanted her humbled. 
They hated her, the Haggertys, the 
Whiffleys, the Callums. How they hated 
her to do this thing. They wanted her 
humbled, they wanted Jake... . 

He was opening the door—the din lulled 
like an orchestra under the conductor’s 
baton—then broke forth afresh in a madness 
of shouting laughter. 

He was out there, in his underwear, on 
the back step made light as day by the 
bonfires . . Sarah got to her feet and 
lurched in nausea against a chair back. 
That this should happen to her, this day 
she had borne so much! He was shaming 
her, making a mock of her for all the camp 
to laugh at . . . How could he do this to 
her? Him that had a kind word for all other 
women. 

They were going at last. They had 
laughed their fill. Not that their laughing 
mattered, she knew that now. What cculd 
they do to add to her shame since Jake had 
treated her so? 

He was crossing the kitchen, turning on 
the lights as he came. In a second she 
would have to face him, but not like this, 
not leaning broken over a chair back. 

So her head was high, her mouth firm set. 
her eyes blazing denial of her pride’s cruci- 
fixion when Jake crossed the threshold. 

“They're gone, Sarah,”’ he said. His black 
hair was tousled, his face pale 

Stunned, Sarah stared at the striped 
flannelette. He had them on. He had wora 
them out there on the back step that the 
bonfires made as light as day. He had stood 
and let them laugh their fill at him, and he 
had done this thing for her. Her heart turned 
over in her breast. 

“Jake Billings,” she stormed, ‘“‘haven’t 
ye got a peck o’ sense? Standing out there 
in them things, and you gettin’ cold so easy 
in yer back. Take them off this minute! 
Of all the witless—Here, put yer feet in 
the oven —” 

“Sarah,” he said, ‘‘come here.” 

“Wait, can’t ye I’m busy.” She was 
gathering into a woolly mound, blankets, 
sheets, a pillow... . ° 








SUBMISSION 


by Elizabeth V. Munro 


I thought to make my life a pattern fair, 
Wov'n in colors bright —all would blend. 
Ever a pleasing hue, with here and there 

A brilliant spot. Then grey toward the end. 
But now, although the loom is but half done, 
The threads are tangled in a hopeless knot, 

The colors washed away with tears. And one 
Design is but a dark, unsightly blot. 

My patterns fair are dreams of yesterday. 

My faulty work, half done, 1 may not leave. 

I dare not cast my loom of life away, 

And yet, with tangled threads, how can | weave? 
O Master Weaver! Would’st Thou take the skeins 
And loose the knots a little, day by day? 

That I may try to weave, with what remains, 

A humbler pattern at Thy feet to lay. 
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Select 2 or more Glazo colors 
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* NATURAL » 


A shade that delicately accents the 
natural tones of the fingernail. 


A fi 
VS, //}} 
— dd 
a 
* SHELL ° 


This shade is a lovely pastel pink of 
flower petals—alluringly feminine. 


‘ f) 
eds /)) 

e FLAME e 
This is a delightful coral shade, one 


of the smartest of 1932 colors, 
‘ ,\ AN 
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* GERANIUM « 


{ An exciting and modern new red shade 
—enchanting for your gayer occasions, 
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| 
» COLORLESS * 


"ithout color accent, it gives a clear, 
brilliant lustre to your fingernails, 


Try Glazo with our compliments 
at this Demonstration Stand 
(See illustration at right) 


This convenient “self-manicure” stand is waiting for 
you at your favorite toilet goods counter—right now. 
Simply help yourself. You'll find three of the smart 
Glazo Liquid Polish shades to choose from, as well as 
the wonderfully efficient Glazo Polish Remover (it re- 
moves even the deepest shade of polish with perfect 
ease). Here's your chance to discover—with Glazo— 


1 how lovely your nails can be. 


+ GLAZO 


MADE 


IN CANADA 
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POLISH AND rEmMoveR+s ONLY 50c 
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for your Nails! 





How monotonous life would be with just one hat 
to wear. Or just one dress—for morning, noon and 
night! 

Then why, oh why, endure the thought of one 
color—and on/y one color—for those ten little jewels 
on your fingertips? 

A second Glazo wardrobe for your nails is the 
latest fashion trick—to suit the costume, the time 
and the place. And just 50c will give you this 1932 
allure of another color-perfect Glazo shade. 


Try it-—for your next conquest, or for the thrill of 
making an old dress look like good news from Paris! 


To add to the fun of a Glazo application, it goes 
on smoothly and evenly, dries in no time at all. 
Glazo never peels, cracks, turns white nor loses its 
sparkle in hot or salt water—not even if you wear 
one coat for a week or more. And for a brand new 
joy in modern manicuring the Glazo brush is firmly 
entrenched in a bakelite cap—making easy sport of 
changing your polish as often as you like. 


The famous Glazo twin package brings you both 
Polish and Polish Remover—for 50c. Glazo Cuticle 
Remover Creme—50c—is the new gentle way to 
soften and remove excess cuticle, especially needed 
if your cuticle is inclined to be dry. 


© Look for the Glazo ''self-mani- 
cure’’ stand at any cosmetics coun- 
ser. Try the smart Glazo shades. 


THE GLAZO COMPANY, Inc., Dept. GB-62. 
P.O. Box 2320, Montreal. 

I enclose 10c. for sample kit containing G!azo 
Liquid Polish, Polish Remover, and Cuticle 
Kemover Creme. (Check the shade of Polish 
preferred)... 

(1) Natural 


} Shell L) Flame 
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— Romance 


in the touch of satin-smooth 


anos 


let them lose their enchanting 
smoothness . . grow red and rough, 


look old before their time... 


OU can keep your hands from grow- 

ing harsh and rough and red no 
matter how hard you have to use them! 
For skin specialists know two wonderful 
restoratives, which are amazingly effec- 
tive; the one for softening, and the other 
for whitening the skin. 


Jergens Lotion combines both of these 
ingredients! Skillfully blended with other 
healing elements, they form a fragrant, 
silvery liquid which is truly marvelous 


for the hands. 


Your skin drinks it up gratefully— 
quickly, so that not a trace of stickiness 
is left. 


Try using Jergens Lotion every time 
you wash your hands, and always after 
exposure. You'll notice that your hands 
grow softer and whiter every day. 


Thousands of women guard the loveli- 
ness of their hands this way. And be- 


Your young white hands. . don’t 





cause Jergens Lotion smooths the skin 
so wonderfully, they find it also makes an 
excellent powder base. 


Stop in at any drug store, or toilet 
goods counter and get a bottle of Jergens 
Lotion today. You'll be delighted with 
its wonderful effect on your skin, 50¢. 
Also economical large size, $1.00. 





FREE . - new trial bottle 
MADE IN CANADA 
The Andrew Jergens Co., 5602 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ont. 
Name Aloe ik 
Address_ a 


ergens Fo tion 


its 2 famous ingredients make hands white - smooth 
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After scrubbing and anointing the arms, 
powder them with talcum. 


Arms Should Be Beautiful 


Continued from page 26 


shoulders and muscles of the back. Here is 
| an exercise that will improve the upper arms, 
i limber up the shoulder muscles, and also 
fill in the salt cellars if they are hollow. 
Raise the arms sideways to shoulder level, 
palms up. Bend at the elbows and clench 
the hands. From this position rotate the 
| arms backward from the shoulder ten times. 
| Relax and then repeat. 
| Did you ever do wand exercises at school? 
They were wonderfully good for round 
shoulders, although I don’t suppose you 
realized it at the time. Here is one par- 
ticularly good one you can practise at home, 
if you are inclined to too much curve just 
there. Get a stick about two and a half 
feet long, grasp it at the ends, raise your 
arms above your head, then bring them 
down behind your head. Repeat ten times. 
And now for those pads of flesh on the 
upper arms. There’s nothing like a deep 
and earnest massage to get rid of these. It 
is best to use a good reducing cream or 
lotion and then massage. Arm massage, in 
coarse matter-of-fact terms, is really pinch- 
ing. You pinch with all four fingers and the 
palm of the hand, and continue pinching all 
round the arm, starting from the shoulder 
and working down to the elbow. 
| Just before I stop talking about arms, I 
| want to say a word or two about hands. 
For it would be just too bad if we stroked 
and kneaded our arms until they were 
white and slim and smooth, and then dis- 
covered that we had a couple of reddish 
looking paws on the ends of them. A hand 
lotion or cream, as I have said, will take 
care of your hands for all general purposes. 
Keep a bottle handy on the kitchen shelf 
so that you can smooth a spot or two into 
the skin after you have been dipping your 
hands in water. Or if you prefer a cream, 
there are those that leave no stickiness 
behind and keep the hands beautifully soft 
and smooth. 

By the way, did you ever try inserting a 
little white soap underneath the nails before 
you start your housework? It will keep the 
nails clean even if you don’t wear gloves, 
|so that you will have far less trouble when 
you attend to them in the afternoon. A 
woman I know uses simply a slice of lemon 
and some oatmeal to keep her hands white 
and free from stains. After doing any dirty 
work, she rubs her hands first with lemon 
and then with oatmeal, and then, of course, 


rinses them off. For persistent stains she 
uses, as most of us do, one of the excellent 
stain removers on the market. 

If your hands have managed to acquire a 
yellowish appearance during the winter, a 
good bleaching cream will help them. Or a 
mixture of cornmeal and buttermilk, allowed 
to stay on for a few minutes and then rinsed 
off, will improve their color. If the skin of 
your hands is habitually dry and rough 
apply a skin food before you go to bed. 

And now that we have—theoretically, at 
any rate—-a pair of arms as lovely as those 
of the famous Lily Braighton, the London 
stage star of a few years ago, there are 
just a few things I want to say about the 
neck and back. 

If the skin of your neck is rather dingy 
looking, there’s nothing so effective as 
nightly scrubbing. Sounds harsh, doesn’t 
it? But, you know, women are only just 
beginning to realize that their skins are far 
from being so sensitive as that of Hans 
Andersen's Princess with the Pea. They 
can, in fact, stand quite a lot of scrubbing 
without turning delicate shades of black and 
blue. So scrub your neck with a rather soft 
nail brush or a flesh brush and a good, mild 
soap. Then pat on the same bleaching 
cream you are using on your arms, massag- 
ing it into the throat with a downward 
movement. Carry the massage all the way 
round to the back of the neck, massaging 
there with a rotary movement. And then, 
too, don’t forget to slap your chin-line into 
shape if it is inclined to sag. Apply a good 
astringent tonic with absorbent cotton, and 
then positively smack that portion beneath 
your chin with the backs of the hands, 
briskly and vigorously. 

The back, also, must be scrubbed if you 
want it to flush a lovely clear, golden color 
beneath the sun’s rays. You can use either a 
loofah for this—one that is long enough to 
reach easily every inch of your back—or 
else a long-handled brush. One or the 
other is an absolutely essential part of your 
bathing equipment. Work up a good lather 
with the soap and the brush, and just notice 
the difference in the appearance of your 
back at the end of a week. : 

I hope you've not got the impression, 
after all this advice, that summertime 
beauty takes a long time to cultivate. 
Nothing is so far from the actual truth. 

Continued on page 48 
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Equal Rights 


for Husbands 


Continued from page 11 


home too early,” her husband replied: 
‘Fine, I’d like to have some of the boys in, 
Friday night then; the house will be all 
dolled up and you'll have plenty of food 
around,’ he would in most cases be met 
with amazement, if not consternation. And 
if when a wife told him, “I’m going over to 
Edith’s tomorrow night to play bridge. 
Will you be able to stay in with the 
children?” he answered, “Yes, certainly, 
but I want to go over to Bill’s place on 
Wednesday. Can you arrange to stay in, 
then?’’ most wives would at once assume a 
worried expression. What is sauce for the 
goose is certainly not sauce for the gander. 


NY MARRIED MAN, if pressed, will 
tell you he sees little of the boys either 
because his wife keeps him too busy going 
out with her, or because she objects. If 
there is some ulterior motive in male gather- 
ings, such as sport, physical culture, or 
mental improvement, wives tolerate them, 
though they seldom are enthusiastic. But 
when it comes to affairs which are frankly 
social in nature, at once the average woman 
bristles with suspicion or resentment. Why? 
Modern life is expensive and complex. 
Families which know nothing of financial 
worry are rare. The wife realizes only too 
well what it would mean if her husband’s 
personal expenses increased considerably, 
and while she wants him to have a good 
time, she wants it to be where she can keep 
an eye on him and know that he is not 
throwing money around. No matter how 
meek and mild he is, how respectable his 
friends, there is the lurking dread that 
something evil develops when men get 
together-——a dread handed down from gen- 
erations of women who have known or 
observed the results of husbandly extrav- 
agance. Women want their children to 
have a chance in life, want them to be able 
to look up to their father; and it seems far 
the safest way not to encourage father to 
enjoy himself apart from domestic bonds. 

I am doubly sure of my fear theory after 
hearing Anice’s experience. She started out 
as a bride a few years ago with high hopes 
of every kind, including a desire to make 
her popular husband’s boy friends welcome 
in their home. 

I dropped in recently, and happened to 
mention a bride-elect of our acquaintance 
who had announced that she also intended 
to be ‘‘a good sport wife like Anice.”” The 
reaction was surprising. 

“Tell her there’s no such thing as a good 
sport wife,” she retorted bitterly. “A 
woman who tries to play that réle is just a 


plain, ordinary fool. Her husband takes 
advantage of her good nature and spends 
money all over the place, leaving her holding 
the bag. A wife should be exacting if she 
knows what’s good for her, and it will be 
better for her husband, too.” 

I looked my amazement. 

“IT know what you're thinking,” she went 
on. “I’ve never told anyone before what 
I feel about Bob’s parties, but I can now, 
because they’re over. You know, at first 
the idea was just that he have them when 
I was going out to bridge club, music club, 
and such places. Then he got to suggesting 
the boys come over here whenever they 
wanted a card game, and I’d make myself 
go out. Next, he was asked back to other 
parties, and I spent quite a few evenings 
alone; he didn’t always come home early, 
either. When I asked him how he got along 
financially, he always said he'd won a little 
or else ‘broken even.’ I was foolish enough 
to believe him, but after a while I found he 
had been playing cards when not quite 
sober, and his so-called friends had taken 
advantage of his befuddled condition, clean- 
ing him out of several hundred dollars. 
That’s a lot out of our income—and it 
explains why I haven’t any decent clothes, 
and why I’m doing without a heap of things 
I need for the house and the baby. So I’ve 
put my foot down at last. There aren't 
going to be any more stag parties in this 
family, and nobody can say I was mean 
about it either. If Bob and the boys had 
been decent about them, I wouldn’t have 
minded. But when a man’s family has to 
suffer for his good times, it’s too big a price 
to pay.” 

“But don’t you think some men might 
have appreciated an attitude like yours, and 
kept their parties safe and sane?” I asked. 

“T suppose it is possible,” she answered. 
“Bob is even more of an overgrown kid 
than most men, and they’re all bad enough. 
But I'll let somebody else do the experiment- 
ing from now on. I've had my lesson.” 

Experiences like this one, endured or 
observed, are responsible for the general 
attitude of women toward husbands’ parties. 
So it is really not the fault of wives that 
men rarely entertain their friends except 
when left alone for the summer. It is the 
fault of men who have made the practice 
one to be distrusted. However, every man 
who manages to prove that he can be fair 
to his family and enjoy his men friends too, 
is doing something to improve the lot of 
his fellows. Husbands will get social self- 
government when, like India, they prove 
they are worthy of it. 


And yet only one skin in a hundred 
is really clean! Only one woman 
in a hundred as lovely as nature 
intended she should be! 


Beware the ravages of dirt that 
ages the skin, stretches the pores, 
makesawoman look lots older than 
her years. Get rid of dirt with the 
regular aid of Daggett & 
Ramsdell’s two wonderful creams. 
They are the best that money can 
buy, yet they are within reach of 
every purse. Why not buy a jar 
of each today, and avoid ‘Dirty 
Face’? Every store carries them. 


DAGGETT & RA 


Daggett & Ramadell (Canada) Lim! 





x4 "DIRTY FACE” 


@ EVERY NIGHT use Perfect 
Cold Cream liberally to get rid of 
below-the-surface dirt. This mar- 
velous cream provides theessentials 
every skin must have—lubrication, 
moisture, protection. Three groups 
of special ingredients supply them, 
all balanced properly of course. 
Famous for more than 40 years. 


@ DURING THE DAY whenever 

our skin needs freshening, cleanse 
it quickly with the new Perfect 
Cleansing Consent Toqperying.s Same 


instantly upon application, its fine 


oils cleanse in half the usual time, 


MSDELL 


Mothers! 


CuTicurnaA SOAP 
Used Daily 
Protects the Skin 


and Keeps It Healthy 


Every member of the family 
should use Cutieura Soap 
regularly. 

Price 25¢. 


Canadian Depot: 
J.T. Wait Company, Ltd., Montreal. 


To Leaven the Loaf 


Continued from page 21 





batter as it expands with the heat of the 
oven during baking. Sometimes steam 
given off by a large proportion of liquid, as 
is used in a thin batter, will act in the same 
way. Generally, however, we add some 
ingredient to play the important rdle of 
leavening. 

In cases where the necessary acid is 
supplied by the liquid ingredients, soda is 
used alone. Recipes which call for sour 
milk or molasses are examples of this. One- 
half teaspoonful of soda to one cupful of 
thick soured milk is equal in action to two 
teaspoonfuls of baking powder and this 
proportion always secures good results. If 
the milk is only slightly soured but not 
clabbered, less soda is required. As the 
exact degree of acidity is not easily deter- 
mined, we cannot be certain of the exact 
quantity of soda needed and it is often well 
to use one quarter of a teaspoonful to each 
cupful of milk, then to add one teaspoonful 
of baking powder for each cupful of sour 
milk called for. This suggestion may be 
followed, too, when molasses is the liquid, 
as there are different grades and brands 


varying in their acid content. The propor- 
tion of soda is higher in this case; add one 
teaspoonful to each cupful of molasses, or 
one half teaspoonful of soda and one tea- 
spoonful of baking powder to each cup. 

Though, as a general rule, batters and 
doughs containing baking powder, soda and 
molasses or soda and sour milk should be 
cooked at once to get full advantage of the 
lightening effect, certain mixtures may be 
kept satisfactorily in the refrigerator. There 
are few households nowadays that do not 
have a roll of cookie dough or griddle cake 
batter in the ice-box ready to cook when- 
ever desired. We have learned the impor- 
tance of correct heat in cooking and how to 
utilize the low temperature provided by our 
refrigerators in holding many products in 
good condition for future needs. 

All leavening agents should be measured 
with care and precision. For a little too 
much or too little mars the perfection of 
texture in your cake, biscuits or other 
product. Truly “a little leaven leaveneth 
the whole lump,”’ and success depends upon 
using just the right amount. 











Cheerful Homes have many friends 


Make your home a place where people want to come. You can 


do it easily and at small cost. 


for individual tastes. 
choose. 


ative service. 


Paris 


New Process Alabastine—the decorative material for 
mixing with hot or cold water—is far less expensive than 
painting or papering—yet presents greater scope 


There are 21 Alabastine tints from which to 


Write direct to us for free decor- 


At your paint dealer’s. 402 


GYPSUM, LIME and ALABASTINE, 
CANADA, LIMITED 











Ontario 
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THE VERY MOMENT 
THAT HE MET HER 


He Fell 
for Her 
Eyes! 


Your eyes, too, may capture 


love at first sight if kept 


clear and sparkling this way 


First impressions are so important that no 
woman can afford to neglect the one thing 
strangers invariably notice first . . . her 
eyes! Always, before your eyes meet others 
intimately, make sure they possess the 

and brilliance nature intended them 
to have. 


To make yourself bright-eyed when going 
to a party, nothing equals time-tried Murine. 
It dissolves the dust-laden film of mucus that 
causes eyes to look dull, and by its gentle 
astringent action reduces bloodshot veins. 
You can use Murine freely as it contains no 
belladonna or other harmful ingredients. 

No eye cup, which may transmit infection, 
is needed to use Murine. It is hygienically 
and conveniently applied with its combina- 
tion eye dropper and bottlestopper. 150 appli- 
cations cost but 60c at drug and department 
stores. Ask for a bottle today! For free Eye 
Beauty and Eye Care booklets, write Murine 
Co., Dept. B, 9 East Ohio Street, Chicago. 





MAKE THIS TEST! Drop Murine in one eye 

- + «+ then note how clearer, brighter and 
larger in appearance it very shortly becomes. 
And also how refreshed and invigorated it feels! 


Ute URINE, 


or YOUR 
Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau 


EYES 



















Perhaps you have yourself noticed that all 
the treatments I’ve spoken of in this article, 
with the exception of those for superfluous 
hair and lumpy shoulders, are taken in 
conjunction with one’s nightly bathing. 
They’ll scarcely take any more than five 
minutes to do, all told—thanks to the 
energetic loofah or brush. For a week or 
two, perhaps, while you are working on 
that ugly gooseflesh, your nightly massag- 
ing will keep you up five or ten minutes 
longer; but once your arms, legs, back and 
neck are in grade one condition, their care 
will just naturally become part of your 
bedtime ritual. As to the exercises for those 
shoulders and arms, just add them to your 
daily exercise programme and you'll never 
notice the difference so far as time’s con- 
cerned. In any event, when you’ve acquired 
that delightfully poised and well-pleased- 
with-yourself feeling that comes with a 
knowledge that every part of you is vibrant 
with health and loveliness, you’ll agree with 
me that the little effort is a small price to 


pay. 


Your Beauty Questions 


oe you tell me what to do for dandruff 
in blonde hair ? I should certainly appre- 
ciate your help very much. 
"TH first thing to remember when treat- 
ing dandruff is to be certain of complete 
cleanliness. Shampoo your hair about every 
two weeks, and as soon as the weather turns 
a little warmer, dry it out in the sunlight. 
Brush your hair every day, night and morn- 
ing, for five or ten minutes before an open 
window. Ventilation plays a large part in 
the health of the hair, and especially when a 
dandruff condition is present. Be sure that 
the bristles of your brush are quite clean. 
I am sending you the names of some excel- 
lent dandruff lotions and tonics that you 
can procure from any druggist. 


Choosing Eye Shadow 
Wert is the best shade of eye shadow to 


use for greenish-hazel eyes ? 


"THE light green eye shadow should be 
very effective, especially if you should 
be wearing a green frock. Amethyst is also 
becoming to hazel eyes. More conservative 
is a grey-brown eye shadow, and this also 
would look very well. Use simply the 
merest hint of eye shadow when you apply 
it to your lids. 


Dry, Lifeless Hair 


[ HAD @ permanent wave—a bargain one, 
I am afraid—a short while ago which has 
left my hair so dry and dull looking. It is 
thick, dark brown hair, and has always been 
rather nice and glossy. What can I do about 
it? 


I AM sorry to learn about the effect your 
permanent had upon the hair. This 
shouldn’t have been. You can get per- 
manents now that will leave the hair beauti- 
fully soft and smooth. But one always takes 
a chance with “economy” permanents, and 
one should always be certain of the skill of 
the operator. 

You will find that a hot oil shampoo will 
do wonders for your hair. There is a new 


This High Tea Lace Blouse 


Continued from page 45 


Sleeves 


With marigold cast on 64 sts k 1 row, 
p 1 row for 10 rows. Cast off 4 sts at 
beginning of next 2 rows and 3 sts at 
beginning of the next 2 rows. Now k 2 sts 
together at end of the next 4 rows. Continue 
to do this and also cast off 1 st at beginning 
of each row until there are 22 sts on needle. 
Bind off. 

Edge of Sleeves, Neckline, Bottom of Sweater 


Single chain 3, insert hook in 2nd ch st 
single ch to fasten. Ch 1 st insert hook 
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oil that has recently been introduced by a ,’ a 
leading hair specialist, which is applied to ‘a CCH. alio 
the scalp and along the full length of the ) fl 
hair. Then when the scalp is thoroughly 
saturated, hot towels are wrapped around | ~ : 
the head in order to let the pores thoroughly 
absorb the oil. After this treatment, which 
lasts from ten to thirty minutes, the hair is| 
shampooed with either a special shampoo of | 
the same make or your own ordinary sham- 
poo. A shampoo of this nature will leave 
your hair soft and glossy. Need I add that 
daily massage and brushing is just as indis- 
pensable after as before a permanent? 


Permanent Waving 

M* HAIR is very oily, making it neces- 

sary to wash it once every two weeks at 
least. I have been used to getting a fingerwave 
every two weeks, but am considering gelling a 
permanent. I'm so afraid, though, that my 
hair would still have to be washed every two 
weeks and, really, I don’t think any per- 
manent wave could stand that. Then, too, if I 
washed my hair I'd really have to get a finger- 
wave and it would cost me just as much as 
before. 





















A touch of enchantment...the silky 
smooth pearly appearance so easily 
and quickly rendered to Complex- 
ion...Arms...Shoulders and Hands. 
Face powders just cover. Oriental 
Cream Beautifies. Start to-day. 


White, Flesh end 
Rachel Shades 


Send 10¢ for TRIAL SIZE 
F. T. Hopkins & Son, Montreal 


DON’T see why a permanent should 

harm your hair; that is, if you get a 
really good permanent. It is just as well to 
avoid “bargain” permanents. A great deal 
depends on the skill of the operator, so be 
perfectly certain of her proficiency before 
you have the permanent. Ask for a test on a 
strand of your hair first. 

Of course, the hair must be set ever so 
often, even with a permanent, and if your 
hair curls easily you would not be giving 
yourself any great advantage by having one. 
On the other hand, you will probably find 
that you can set your hair yourself when the 
hair is permanented, and that is a saving. 
It is quite simple to do with the help of a 
waving lotion or with steam. 

Permanents have a tendency to dry the 
hair rather than to increase oiliness. But 
for that oily condition itself, you will find 
that a hair tonic will improve it immensely. 
I am sending you the names of very excellent 
tonics. Once every two weeks is not too; 
often to wash your hair, even if it were not 
greasy. Don’t be afraid of brushing and 
massage. They are both essential to hair 
health, and they won’t increase the oiliness. 








HAIR’ 


Don’t endure the unfairness 
m Of age-telling gray, faded 

or streaked hair. Tint it 
instantly to its natural 
youthful shade and lustre— 
any desired color from 
lightest blond to midnight 
black. Just comb thru clean, 
harmless, odorless Brownatone. 
‘o fuss, no muss. Imme 
diate, guaranteed results. At 
all dealers, 50c. Or send 10c for 
trial bottle. 


Kenton Pharmacal Co., Dept. EE-i9, Windsor, Ont. 


BROWNATO NE 


TINTS GRAY HAIR ANY SHADE 
LL SE A Nn eons nent 


TRAIN YOUR BOY 


Your boy has it in him to win distinc- 
tion and wealth. Here is his opportunity 
to learn while he is young how to meet 
people, how to impress them, how to 


succeed with them. He can earn a regu- 
lar income and win many special prizes, 


THE YOUNG 
CANADA BOOSTERS’ CLUB 
153 University Ave. Toronto 


Brown Spots 


Y SKIN is very dark and nicely colored, | 

but I have small brown spots all over 
my face and a few on my neck. They begin 
like a small freckle, then grow about the size 
of a pin-head or larger, looking like tiny 
moles. Is there any way these can be removed 
or stopped from spreading? 





"THOSE brown spots you speak of are 
due to internal disorder, and you should 
go to a doctor and have him look you over. | 
Diet, of course, will help—fresh fruit, green 
vegetables and six to eight glasses of water | 
a day—and so will exercise. For external | 
treatment, use a mild bleaching cream, or | 
you can use buttermilk, or if you cannot | 
get buttermilk the juice of one lemon added 
to a cupful of milk will do just as well. Then 
there are preparations which stimulate the 
circulation and which are especially good for 
discolorations of this nature. I am sending 
you their names. 








PERFUMES 


Popular sizes, luxurious perfumes 
not necessarily costly — offer a 
glorious fragrance for every 
occasion of the new vogue of 
diversity and outdoor chic gaiety, 
when combined with Coty Face 
Powder — L'Aimant, L’Origan, 
Paris, Chypre, Muguet. 


through edge of sleeve half an inch from 
beginning. Single ch to fasten; repeat. 






Belt 


With marigold cast on 200 sts, using 4 
needles. When back and front are sewn 
together pick up sts around the bottom, 
leaving out every 6th st. Cast 30 sts extra 
on one needle and 40 sts on the other at 
left underarm seam. K 12 rows. Bind off. 
Crochet around bottom and ties of belt as 
for neck and sleeves. 


FREE — @ delightful little sachet 

a FILL IN THIS COUPON AND MAIL 

2027 McGill College Ave 2 
Montreal 







Name 
Address 
City 
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This Month—Quick Breads 


Continued from page 22 


snacks and as a “‘piece’’ between meals. The 
plainer varieties are excellent accompani- 
ments to fruit desserts and are appropriately 
served with jams, honey or marmalade for 
breakfast, with the salad course at lunch 
or dinner, with cream cheese or the like in 
another meal. It will soon be the season 
for short cakes, those glorified versions of 
biscuits which, when spread and topped with 
fresh fruit, are favorites with everyone. A 
tea ring is really an old time form which, 
however, is novel to many. It is attractive 
for the afternoon tea table and delicious 
with the cheering cup. Dainty variations of 
all kinds and thin slices of orange, nut or 
fruit bread are also popular at this time. 

When you are packing a lunch box, a 
picnic hamper or arranging an informal 
spread, you will find many uses for quick 
breads in one or more wholesome forms. 
In fact, it would be hard to think of an 
occasion when they may not appear to add 
variety to the menu and economical ‘‘good- 
ness’” to the everyday meal or the special 
feast. 

Tea Ring 


3 Cupfuls of sifted pastry flour 
5 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
34 Teaspoonful of salt 
3 Teaspoonfuls of granulated sugar 
14 Cupful of butter 
1 Egg 
About one cupful of milk 


Sift together the flour, baking powder, 
salt and sugar. Cut in the shortening with 
two knives. Beat the egg, add to it one-half 
cupful of the milk and mix with the dry 
ingredients. Add enough more milk to 
make a fairly stiff dough, turn out on to a 
lightly floured board and pat and roll to 
one-quarter inch thickness, keeping the 
dough in a rectangular shape. Brush the 
surface with melted butter and sprinkle 
generously with cinnamon and sugar -one 
teaspoonful of cinnamon to one-half cupful 
of sugar. Cover with finely chopped 


blanched almonds and seedless raisins which 





What are the Doukhobors 
Really Like ? 


Next month we bring you an 
absorbing picture of these strange 
people of the West, who have been so 
much in the limelight during the past 
few weeks. 

Philip Novikoff, a Doukobor him- 
self has written a vivid account of 
the real life and customs of his race 
—a story which is far more enthrall- 
ing because it has been told by one of 
their own people. 


In the July CHATELAINE. 
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have been washed and drained. Roll up 
like a jelly roll and join the ends to form a 
ring. Place on a floured baking sheet and | 
with the scissors cut at intervals of one inch 
from the outside to within one-half inch 
of the inside of the ring. Turn out each 
section to form petals, then bake in a hot 
oven, 450 degrees Fahrenheit, for fifteen to | 
eighteen minutes. 


Delicious Date and Nut Loaf 





14 Cupful of butter 
1!'6 Cupfuls of brown sugar 
2 Eggs 
1 Cupful of chopped dates 
14 Cupful of shaved brazil nuts 
1 Cupful of sifted pastry flour 
1 Teaspoonful of baking powder 
1 Teaspoonful of baking soda 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of cinnamon 
15 Teaspoonful of nutmeg 
114 Cupfuls of graham flour 
1 Cupful of sour milk 


Cream the butter, add the sugar grad- 
ually and continue creaming until the mix- 
ture is blended well, then add the dates and 
nuts. Beat the eggs until very light and 
combine with the creamed mixture. Sift 
together the pastry flour, baking soda, 
baking powder, salt and spices. Mix with 
the graham flour and add these mixed dry 
ingredients alternately with the sour milk 
to the first mixture. Turn into a well-greased 
loaf tin, and bake in a moderate oven—350 
degrees Fahr.—for fifty to sixty minutes or 
until a steel knitting needle comes out dry. 
This loaf is better if allowed to ripen for a 
few days before using. Serve thinly sliced 
and lightly buttered. 


Burnt Sugar Fig Loaf 


2 Cupfuls of sifted pastry flour 

4 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 

2 Tablespoonfuls of granulated sugar 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 

1 Egg 

1 Cupful of milk 

2 Tablespoonfuls caramel syrup 
15 Cupful of finely chopped figs 


Sift together the flour, baking powder 
and sugar, and cut in the butter. Beat the 
egg, add the milk and caramel syrup and | 
combine with the first mixture. Add the 
chopped figs and turn into a well-greased 
loaf pan and bake in a moderate oven—350 
degrees Fahr.— for about one hour. 


Caramel Syrup 


Melt two tablespoonfuls of granulated 
sugar in a heavy saucepan, stirring con- 
stantly over low heat. When melted add 
gradually four tablespoonfuls of boiling 
water and cook until the syrup is a deep 
brown color. 


Corn Bread 


1 Cupful of cornmeal 

1 Cupful of sifted pastry flour 

1 Teaspoonful of soda 
15 Teaspoonful of salt 

2 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 

1 Egg 

1 Cupful of sour milk 

2 Tablespoonfuls of melted butter 


Sift together the flour, soda, salt and 
sugar and combine with the cornmeal. Beat 
the egg, add the sour milk, and add to the 
dry ingredients. Stir only enough to blend 
the ingredients, add the melted butter and 
pour into a greased baking pan. Bake in a 
moderate oven 375 degrees Fahr.-—- for 
about twenty-five minutes. 

One cupful of stoned chopped dates may 
be added to this if desired. 


Continued on page 52 





Miss Alice Moir’s 









light, flaky 


Chicken 
Shortcake 


“Talways use and recommend 


Niaske Baking Powder... 


says this well-known Dietitian 


Miss ALICE MOIR, Macdonald 
College graduate, is the dietitian 
of one of Montreal’s finest apart- 
ment-hotel restaurants. A res- 
taurant famous for the delicious 
perfection of its pastries. 


“T aways use and recom- 
mend Magic Baking Powder,” says 
Miss Moir, “because it combines 
efficiency and economy to the high- 
est degree. Besides, Magic always 
gives dependable results.” 


Inwhole-hearted agreement with 
Miss Moir, the majority of Cana- 
dian dietitians and cookery teach- 
ers use Magic exclusively. 


CHICKEN SHORTCAKE 
2 oupe pastry flour (or 134 cups bread 
jour) 


3 teaspoons Magic Baking Powder 
19 teaspoon salt 

4 tablespoons shortening 

1 egg 14 cup water 


Sift dry ingredients; add shortening 
and mix in thoroughly with a steel 
fork; add beaten egg and sufficient 
water to make soft dough. Roll or pat 
out with hands on floured board. Cut 
out with large floured biscuit cutter, 
or half fill greased muffin rings which 
have been placed on greased baking 
pan. Bake in hot oven at 475° F, about 
12 minutes. Split and butter while 
hot, and fill with hot creamed chicken. 
Makes 6 shortcakes. 





Name 
Address 


When you bake at home 
you'll want the new MAGIC 
COOK BOOK. It contains 
dozens of recipes for tempt- . 
ing baked dishes. Mail the City 





And 3 out of 4 housewives who 
bake at home use Magic because, 
they say, it gives consistently 
better baking results. 

No wonder Magic outsells all 
other baking powders combined! 

Always uniform . Magic 
Baking Powder gives’ baking re- 
sults that are sure. In every tin, 
the last spoonful gives the same 
full leavening quality as the first. 

Favour your family with a 
Chicken Shortcake tonight — 
made with Magic, as Miss Moir 
directs. When you note its feather 
lightness, its flaky tenderness... 
and its delicate flavour... you'll 
decide never to be without a tin 
of Magic! 








“Contains no alum."’ 
This statement on 
every tin is our guar- 
antee that Magic 
Baking Powder is free 
from alum or any 
harmful ingredient. 


STANDARD BRANDS LIMITED 
Fraser Ave. and Liberty St., Toronto, Ontario 


Please send me free copy 
of the Macic Cook Book, C-6 





coupon for your FREEcopy. 








a a A A eR eeSEERrre nn n  R eE— 








rl€ UW! 


QUICKLY APPLIED 
INSTANT-ACTING.. 
SAFE..ECONOMICAL 


a 
a 





SS Sanitary 
mS Applicator 
ae 


This Instant Non-perspirant 
and Deodorant Solves Every 
Perspiration Problem For You 
...and for every garment you own 


Greatly refined, DEW comes to 
you now in a smartly modernized 
flask which combines new conven- 
ience with beauty. 

Quick in application, action and 
drying—that is what you'll like 
most in this safe non-perspirant. 
When dressing, always take a mo- 
ment to apply DEW with the sani- 
tary applicator and you will know 
that you and all your garments are 
secure. 


DEW instantly and completely 
deodorizes sanitary pads 


REGULAR 
SIZES 


ae 


oh 


AND 


16) | 


LARGE 
ECONOMY 
SIZE + $1.00 


MARION LAMBERT, INC,, 
(OP CANADA) LIMITED 
36 CALEDONIA RD., TORONTO 


MAKION LAMBERT, INC., (OF CANADA), Lp. 
Dept. N-29, 36 Caledonia Rd., Toronto. 


Enclosed is 15c. Send Dew sample to: 


DW esse 





Our Home Nursing Course 


In the fifth lesson a trained nurse tells what to do for burns and scalds, 
and gives some useful advice on treatments for 
various homely ills 


By EFFIE L. STEACY, R.N. 


IRE—If clothes catch on fire, roll on 

floor to press burning parts. Scream for 
help. Do not run, as this fans the blaze 
and increases the evil. If the clothing of 
another is on fire, throw the person on the 
ground and wrap in a carpet, rug, coat or 
anything else at hand. Begin wrapping at 
the head, wrap down so as to keep the 
flames away from the head and face, as 
breathing the hot air causes injury to the 
lungs. Get them at once into fresh air. If 
prostration and shock result, a little brandy 
given at intervals will help. Treat burns if 
there are any. 

Burns and Scalds~ Burns are caused by 
dry heat; scalds by moist heat. For imme- 
diate pain following burns, applications of 
cold sweet milk give great relief. Then 
cover burns as soon as possible to exclude 
the air. 

The best remedy is carron oil. Saturate 
cloths with it and cover burns. ‘This is 
cooling, soothing and healing. Other good 
remedies are baking soda and water in a 
paste, carbolized vaseline; flour dredging 
is a common excellent treatment. Apply 
any of the above substances, cover lightly 
with gauze and bandage or tie in place. In 
removing any burnt clothing that adheres 
to the body, remove carefully to prevent 
further injury by breaking the skin. 

For burns by alkalis, such as lime, potash, 
caustic, lye and ammonia, apply vinegar or 
lemon juice and then treat as other burns. 

For burns by acids, neutralize with baking 
soda in water or soapsuds. Use freely. 


Surgical Suggestions 


Nausea —To relieve “‘nausea after anaes- 
thesia,” turn the patient if possible on his 
right side, as this will enable the stomach to 
more readily empty itself. To relieve nausea 
due to nervousness or a slight indigestion, 
swallow small pieces of 
ice, or a pinch of soda, 
or half a teaspoonful of 
aromatic spirits of 
ammonia in a wineglass- 
ful of water. The 
sufferer should lie down 
until the nausea passes 
off. In persistent vomit- 
ing, counter-irritation 
should be applied over 
the stomach, in the form 
of a mustard plaster. 

Hand Disinfection 
Rub the hands with ster- 
ilized gauze soaked in a five per cent solution 
of tannic acid in alcohol. Cultures taken 
from hands treated in this way remain 
sterile, and the disinfection remains for 
some time and is not altered by contact 
with liquids, by movements or friction, 





Removal of Adhesive Plaster—Raise one- 
fourth inch of end of plaster. Apply ether 
or gasoline to the skin, a drop at a time, 
and the plaster will almost fall off by its 
own weight with slight pulling. 

Removing Wax from Ear—Syringe with a 
solution of sodium bicarbonate containing 
some glycerine. This gradually softens the 
wax, or when it is desirable to remove wax 
at once, fill the external meatus with 
peroxide of hydrogen and let it remain a 
few minutes. The wax will become softened 
and disintegrated, and can be easily removed 
by syringing out with warm water. 

Appendicitis Don't give any food or 
drink, not even water. Do not allow your 
patient to move in bed. It will hasten 
perforation. Give nothing that will hasten 
peristalsis (movements) either of small or 
large intestine. Before the doctor comes, 
give no drug that will paralyze the nervous 
tone, prevent expulsion of infectious dis- 
charges, or that will mask the symptoms 

Hiccoughs —An affection common in 
children arising from an inability of the 
nerves to supply the diaphragm as a result 
of a gastric irritation, nervousness, or 
uremia. It is also a complication of several 
exhausting diseases, such as typhoid. If 
the hiccoughs are continuous and excessive, 
try the following prescription for relief: 

Bicarbonate of soda—1 dram (1 tea- 

spoonful) 

Tincture of Nux Vomica—1 dram 

Tincture of Cardomon—-2 ounces 

Dose: One teaspoonful before meals in 
half a glassful of water. 


Baby Bumps —Apply cold compresses to 
the head for twenty minutes. Give no food 
for an hour and a half. At the end of the 
twenty minutes, wrap baby warmly and 
fold her in your arms until she dozes off. 
This is to relieve shock 
and nausea that are 
caused by the sudden 
jar. 

Sunstroke—Pain in 
the head, wandering 
thought, loss of mental 
control, disturbed 
vision, sense of pain and 
weight in pit of stomach, 
and labored breathing. 
The skin is very hot and 
dry, or covered with pro- 
fuse perspiration, the 
face bluish, the action 
of the heart fluttering. 

The patient should be put in a warm bed, 
head slightly raised, and covered with an 
ice bag. Place hot water bottles (covered) 
around the patient’s body to augment the 
bodily heat. Friction [Continued on page 63} 
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Couldn't Comb Hair 


| CRIPPLED BY RHEUMATISM 


“I had been suffering with rheu- 
matism for about 2 years, and about 
this time last year was laid up for 10 
weeks. My hands and arms and knees 
were the worst affected. I could not 
get about at all. I could not wash my 
face or comb my hair. All this had to 
be done for me. At the beginning of 
year I started taking Kruschen 
Salts every morning and I am pleased 
to say I am quite well now and able 
to see to my home and can go out in all 
kinds of weather without it affecting 
me.”—Mrs. P. K. 

Rheumatism is associated with an 
excess of Uric Acid in the system. 
Two of the ingredients of Kruschen 
Salts have the power of dissolving uric 
acid so as to render it capable of being 
easily washed out of the system. Other 
ingredients of Kruschen assist Nature 
to flush out this dissolved uric acid 
through the bowels and the kidneys. 
Other ingredients still, prevent food 
fermentation taking place in the intes- 
tine, and thereby check the formation 
not only of uric acid but of other im- 
purities which poison the blood and 





Prevent 
SummerUpsets 


Warm weather and changes of food 
and water bring frequent summer 
upsets unless healthy elimination is 
assured. You will find Feen-a-mint 
effective in milder doses and espe- 
cially convenient and pleasant for 
summertime use. 








Taser 
FOR CONSTIPATION 





GRAY HAIR 


is needless! 
This Test Outfit 


brings secret of 
even color 


Let us show you the way 
to bring color to every 
fading strand. This way 
SAFE. No experience 
required, Just tell us the 
color you want your hair... We'll send 





| complete Test Package FREE. 


Simply apply to single lock snipped from 
hair. See results this way. Color comes: 
black, brown, auburn, blonde. Hair stays 
soft and lustrous. Ask your druggist for 
full-size bottle on money-back guarantee. 
FREE TEST ict mittens of men 


and women... Convince yourself... Mail coupon. 


“--MARY T. GOLDMAN *~* 


2 8536 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. : 
7 DGGE. 1c40cuccndubadababbanebebundaeshane : 
ei ea dal ; 
© Cifecccsecccevces sencesescccs: Catt. 
; Color of your hair?.....------------------- . 
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Soe to read is the most important 
part of primary school work, and for- 
tunately it is a much easier process than 
it used to be in the days when the first step 
meant the memorizing of a lot of meaning- 
less sounds called “the alphabet.” Nowa- 
days the alphabet isn’t taught at all. Public 
schools throughout the whole of Canada 
teach reading by what is known as the 
phonetic system. That is why the mother 
who proudly boasts “My child knows her 
ay-bee-cees and she hasn’t even started 
school yet,” is almost certain to be laying 
up a store of trouble for her youngster. 

The whole secret of this new reading 
method lies in the word ‘‘sound.” 

Instead of a name like ay or bee a sound 
is used. For instance, when a child is first 
shown the symbol ‘‘a’’, he is taught that it 
is not “ay” but the sound “ah,” as in 
A-lan, A-ster, A-pple. In a similar way he is 
taught “b” is not “bee” but the sound 
“buh,” as in the beginning of B-ill, B-ag, 
B-ench. So that in the end the child has not 
been taught the alphabet but a list of sounds 
which you could read something like this: 
“‘ah, buh, cuh, duh, fff, guh.” 

Now suppose you have taught your child 
ay-bee-cee, and a teacher comes along and 
insists on her knowing ah-buh-cuh, as the 
educational regulations demand. You can 
readily imagine the muddle that will ensue. 
Poor little girl or boy! Particularly, poor 
little girl, because she is sucha conscientious 
little person when she has attained the vast 
majority of six years. She wallows in a sea 
of uncertainty that wears down her body, 
mind and spirit, makes her resistance to 
prevalent diseases low, interferes with her 
sleeping, and is inclined to create the habit 
of copying. This is all due to the clash 
between sound and alphabet. She hesitates 
to say “ay” as mother taught her, and she 
forgets what it was that teacher insists 
upon. Before long she cannot keep up with 
her little playmates. Try as she may, she 
can never get a “‘star.”” And, what means 
more than galleon ships full of gold, her 
name never adorns the Honor Roll. Inevit- 
ably little Betty or Joan will be wailing, 
“Mummy, I don’t like school. I don’t want 
to go.” 

Once a child has mastered her sounds a 
teacher’s hardest work is over. A knowledge 
of reading comes synonomous with the 
number of sounds he or she has learned. 
Let us say she has mastered the sounds 
cuh-ah-tuh. Sliding these quickly and 
smoothly together her ear will at once tell her 
it is ‘‘cat.’’ She could not possibly imagine 
it was pig or dog or any other animal that a 
word of similar size denotes. 

Here is an incident which a principal, 
Colonel Barrager, always relates with great 
gusto. This was when one parroted off the 
alphabet as glibly as one now says one’s 
prayers. The colonel was then very young, 
very much in earnest, and working hard to 
obtain a Model School Certificate. He had 
been given a primary class to teach the word 
“pig.” As was, and is, the custom, a large 
and handsome drawing of a pig was on the 
blackboard. The colonel, with a benign 
outlook toward all children, bent down 
affably to say, “Now children, this animal 
is a pig. Did you ever see a pig? You did!” 
Then followed the usual discussion on 
darling pink and brown pigs. At length, 
the colonel, who was waxing more and more 


Don't Teach Your 
Child the Alphabet | 


So advises a teacher of 
primary reading 


by Marjorie Ellis Bird 


enthusiastic at the rapt attention his small 

audience was giving him, said, “‘Now I am 

going to show you how to read ‘pig.” He 

put the word “pig” on the board. “That is 

his name—pig. If I were to rub the picture 

off, what would I have left?” he asked. 
The Chorus—‘“‘His name.” 


The colonel—‘‘And what does the name | 


tell you the animal is?” 


Bright Boy as the colonel smiles at him | 


—‘‘Horse.”” 

As you see, then it was merely a case of 
memory, so trying on both the teacher and 
the child. 

Can’t you remember when you used to 
say c-a-t is cat, c-a-t is cat, over and over 
again to get it implanted in your mind? 
It was simply a matter of trying to remem- 
ber what combinations the teacher put 
together to make certain words. This new 
method does away with all the old fag of 
drill, drill, drill. Once the sounds are 
learned, the words suggest themselves. Put 
m-a-t, p-i-g, d-o-g, on the board, and even 
if a child had never seen them before, 
relying on his own knowledge of phonetics, 
he could figure these out. “‘M’m-ah-t-uh,” 
he would say to himself. Why he is saying 
mat! ‘‘Puh-ih-guh”—that is pig. His eyes 
will shine with the fun of the new game. It 
has been a little discovery—an exploring 
expedition into the realm of the unknown 
—and he has come back a triumphant 
conqueror who can tackle anything. 

In a talk given at the last teachers’ 
convention, Dr. Blatz, the well-known 
Toronto psychologist, in effect, said this: 
“Half the failures in after life are due to the 
fact that boys and girls are spoon-fed. They 
have not learned the art of persevering, of 
finding out things for themselves. This can 
be traced back to the beginning of their 
school days. Let a child accomplish some- 
thing. Let him finish a thing. He or she will 
have a feeling of success that comes to 


anyone when a job is done, particularly if it | 


is well done. Make this completion of a job 
a habit, and instead of the small percentage 
of real successes in life, we will have—who 
can venture to predict how many?” 

The natural facility which a child acquires 
in reading by this system, creates in him or 
her, such a desire to practise that I have 
actually seen mothers who had to drag their 
offsprings past those wonderful sign boards 
that are so plentiful in the city. You will 
not be able to stop them. A doctor’s child 
who had only been to school four months, 
was one day taken with him on his rounds. 
As they were approaching a bridge that ran 
over a small river, she fixed him with a 
reproachful look and said, “Daddy, you 
never slowed down.”’ Her father looked at 
her in amazement and said, “How did you 
know I should slow down?” “I readed it on 
the board,”” was her answer as she proudly 
pointed to the black and white sign‘‘Go Slow.” 

Give your child the same chance as his 
playmates. Try not to burden him by 
teaching him something he does not need to 
know. Help the educational department, 
the teachers and yourself to have the child 
enjoy his or her first attempts at work, and 
to assimilate it easily. Help to create 
character and ambition, for it is in the small 
and apparently insignificant beginnings that 
we set their feet in the pathway of the 
perfect foursquare life. 
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Her Baby... thriving... gaining by 
leaps and bounds! His back, strong and 
fine as a little champion’s. His teeth 
developing perfectly. His legs straight 
and sturdy. His skin rosy, his flesh 
firm, his whole body a living promise 
of health — radiant, buoyant health — 
through the years to come! 

Can any food except Nature’s food 
build such a baby? 

Millions of mothers in the past 75 
years have answered Yes to this ques- 
tion. And now more emphatically still 
a world-famous clinic answers Yes. 


Living proof—in millions 
of healthy babies 
Seventy-five years ago, Gail Borden — 
pioneer in the movement for pure milk 
— gave Eagle Brand to the mothers of 
America. Today, Eagle Brand—second 
only to mother’s milk in easy digesti- 
bility — is known as an infant food the 
world over. Eagle Brand has raised 
more healthy babies than any other 
food onearth, excepting mother’s milk. 
In practically every community in this 
land are healthy, sturdy boys and girls, 
and men and women who got their 
start in life on Eagle Brand. Inquire in 
your own community and see how 
these Eagle Brand ex-babies compare. 


What the scientists discovered 


But newer still is the news from a 


can know 


world-famous baby clinic. Two physi- 
cians fed a group of 50 average babies 
on Eagle Brand over a period of several 
months —checking with closest care 
every detail of their health and growth. 
X-ray pictures of bones were taken re- 
gularly, to make sure of the way that 
bones were growing. Tooth develop- 
ment was watched. Weight and height 
were periodically recorded. Strength 
and alertness were measured. Blood 
tests were made . . . And those 50 
Eagle Brand babies, judged by every 
known test, proved themselves ideally 
nourished. 


° ~ ae 

Mail the coupon below for ‘*Baby’s 
Welfare’’— containing feeding instruc- 
tions and directions for general care; 
also histories and pictures of Eagle 
Brand babies. We will gladly send your 
physician a report of above scientific 
test. Your grocer sells Eagle Brand. 
Eagle Brand is easy to prepare — you 
merely add boiled water. Feeding in- 
structions are on the label. 


FREE! HELPFUL BABY BOOK 


Tue BorpEn Company 
Dept. CE 
115 George St., Toronto, Ont. 


Please send me —free— new edition “Baby’s 
Welfare.” 
Name 


Address 


Ci csicsececrneuiaieceiieaitaiamiieariitaaeae NON ct etemetaeaaiedl 
(Please print name and address plainly) M6 








Boston Brown Bread 


1 Cupful of graham flour 
1 Cupful of cornmeal 
14 Cupful of sifted pastry or rye 
flour 
114 Teaspoonfuls of soda 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
34 Cupful of mild molasses 
134 Cupfuls of thick sour milk 
1 Cupful of raisins (if desired) 


Combine the flours, soda and salt, mix 
the sour milk and molasses and add to the 
dry ingredients. Stir in the raisins and fill 
a well greased mold two-thirds full. (Baking 
powder tins are good for this.) Cover tightly 
and steam for three hours. Turn out of the 
tin on to a baking pan and place in a hot 
oven for a few minutes to dry the surface. 














MOTHERS MUST BE 


good sports 


MANY a time, too, you'll see a mother teaching her daughter 


Cream Scones 





2 Cupfuls of pastry flour 
| 3 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 


the first strokes of golf, tennis, and swimming. 






Modern women stay active. That's why they retain their 14 Teaspoonful of salt 
114 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
4 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
2 Eggs 
14 Cupful of cream 






youth and charm. And they’ve learned an important lesson 






—to eat wisely and healthfully. 





Whole wheat is the natural food for active people. 





Nature has made it a storehouse of iron and: minerals, of 






Sift together the flour, baking powder, 
salt and sugar. Cut in the butter. Beat the 
eggs, add the cream and combine with the 
dry ingredients. Roll to one-half inch thick- 
ness on a floured board. Cut in triangles or 
other fancy shapes. Brush with egg white 
and dust with fine sugar. Bake in a moderate 
oven—375 degrees Fahr.—for about fifteen 
minutes. These are delicious with jam or 
marmalade for afternoon tea or breakfast. 


vitamins and proteins. All the food value of whole wheat is 






waiting for you in Kellogg’s PEP Bran Flakes. Plus the won- 






derful flavor of Pep pnd the mild regulating effect of bran. 






Enjoy these better bran flakes for 






breakfast, luncheon, and bedtime snacks. 
Made by Kellogg in London. Sold 







at all grocers in the red-and-green 






package. Quality guaranteed. 






Afternoon Tea Biscuits 





| Msi266 cdeeaer ( 
ee Sp 2 Cupfuls of sifted pastry flour 
4 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 


2 Tablespoonfuls of shortening 





To Freshen Dry Breads 


Moisten a paper bag with cold water, 
put in dried buns, cakes or biscuits, and tie. 
Place in a very hot oven for ten to fifteen 
minutes and the contents will be quite fresh 
for tea or dinner.—Mrs. C. Hayburn, Wiar- 
ton, Ont. 


If You Measure Sueeess 


‘in terms of dollars and cents — how do you rate? 





You can improve your rating by increasing your income. 






You can increase your income, in your spare time in a manner that is 
pleasant and profitable, by presenting The Chatelaine, Canada’s lead- 
ing magazine for women, to your friends and acquaintances. 






Cleaning a Deep Vase 
To clean deep vases, allow a solution of 
salt and vinegar to stand in them a short 


time. Rinse with clear water after shaking 
well.—Mrs. Mabel Gosbee, Edson, Alta. 







Write today and details of our proposition will be sent you without delay 


THE MACLEAN PUBLISHING COMPANY, LIMITED 


Local Representatives’ Department 
153 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 






Mending Linens 


To mend cuts in tablecloths or other fine 
linens, work buttonhole stitch with not too 
coarse a thread all around cuts, then turn 
on the wrong side and, holding the two 
edges firmly together, overcast the edges. 
It will make a neat and durable mending 
on any article either torn or cut. For a three- 
cornered tear be sure the corner is brought 
to the right point first. Very often you 
cannot even detect the mended spot.— 
Miss E. Garvey, Indian River, Ontario. 
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Little drops of Marmite 
Added to a stew, 

Add a lot of flavour 
And nutrition too. 


Cheapest and best for 


SOUPS, STEWS 
SANDWICHES, ETC. 
ALSO AS A BEVERAGE 
Marmite, the great British yeast 
food, is particularly rich in the all- 

important Yeast Vitamin B. 
Sold by grocers and druggists every- 
where. 


Write MacLAREN-WRIGHT LTD., 
Toronto 2, for free sample 
and special recipes. 


“Taxi,”’ with James Cagney and Loretta 
Young, is another picture which has good 
entertainment value. James Cagney is a 
new type of leading man. He brings a rough 
and tough sincerity to his delineation of a 
New York taxi driver that is very real. 
Even Loretta Young tries to go tough and 
chews gum occasionally, but that is as far 
as she can go, and one frequently sym- 
pathizes with Cagney’s instinct, as he says, 
“to land her one on the jaw.” The story 
concerns the taxi warfare for position and 
business in a great city. James Cagney is 
fighting the “big boys” who have had 
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Mix and sift the flour, baking powder and 
salt and cut in the shortening. Divide this 
mixture into two parts. To the first add 
one-quarter cupful of grated hard cheese 
and about three-eighths cupful of milk, or 
enough to make a dough as soft as can be 
handled. Turn out on to a lightly floured 
board; pat and roll to three-quarter inch 
thickness and cut with a small round cutter 

To the other part add one tablespoonful 
of grated orange rind, one tablespoonful of 
orange juice and milk to form a soft dough. 
Form into small biscuits as directed before, 
and press into the top of each one a small 
sugar cube which has been moistened with 
orange juice. 

Bake in a hot oven—450 degrees Fahr. 
for fifteen to eighteen minutes, and serve 
fresh and hot for afternoon tea or bridge 


refreshments. | 
Waffles 


2 Cupfuls of sifted flour 
4 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
2 Eggs 
11% Cupfuls of milk 
6 Tablespoonfuls of melted shorten- 
ing 


Sift, measure and sift the flour again with 
the baking powder and salt. Beat the egg 
yolks, add a little of the milk and combine 
thoroughly by beating. Add the rest of the 
milk and then the mixed dry ingredients, 
all at once. Stir slowly until the flour is 
almost combined, then add the melted short- 
ening and beat until combined. The batter 
should not be perfectly smooth. Then fold 
in the stiffly beaten egg whites and cease 
folding when a little of the egg white is still 
visible. Put the mixture in a pitcher and 
pour on to a hot waffle iron. Close the cover 
and cook three or four minutes. 

Serve with honey, syrup, bacon and mar- 
malade, or use as the basis for creamed 
dishes at a luncheon. This recipe makes 
five or six waffles. 


HOME DISCOVERIES 


The Old Hot-Water Bottle 
An old rubber hot-water bottle filled with 
bran makes a splendid kneeler for use when 
gardening or scrubbing floors. It is also 
ideal for poultices such as linseed.—Mrs. 
J. M. Brannen, Halifax, N.S. 


Birthday Cake Decoration 

A charming novelty for an anniversary 
cake is this, which is like a garden of tulips 
on a green lawn. First, cover the cake with 
white boiled icing; over this sprinkle desic- 
cated cocoanut which has been colored 
green. Now stand the tulips of all different 
colors up in the frosting as desired. The 
cocoanut can be colored green by dipping 
the white cocoanut in a solution of pure 
green coloring and water, spreading in a 
pan, and drying in a very moderate oven. 
The stems of the tulips can be made by 
dipping toothpicks in the green coloring; the 
blossoms are small gum drops stuck bottom 
up on the toothpicks and the leaves are cut, 
oblong shaped, from green paper and twisted 
around the toothpick or stem.—H. E. 
Jamieson, Saint John, N.B. 


At the Movies 


Continued from page 17 


Loretta’s father, an independent taxi man, 
sent to jail and thence to his grave. Cagney 
and Loretta get married, but the bad man 
of the “big boys” gang is out to get Cagney 
and finally, in a sudden brawl, shoots 
Cagney’s young brother. From then on he is 
determined to avenge his brother's death. 
Loretta, fearful of what might happen if her 
husband should meet the bad man, helps 
him to escape from the country, but Cagney 
discovers his hiding-place just in time. There 
is an exciting finish at the apartment where 
he is packing. Not a juvenile picture, and 
not a distinctive one, but a satisfactory tale 
well told, and well acted. 
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Next month, Chatelaine presents the prize story in the 
Women's Canadian Club Contest 


“" ” 
THE GENERAL MANAGER 
By R. E. Breach, of Holden, Alberta. 
The prize-winning story in the Dominion-wide contest, recently held 
under the auspices of the Women's Canadian Club of Toronto, 
ts a dramatic picture of a single day in a woman's life. 

Margaret — the general manager of her large family — suddenly 
Sick, tikes / eo § ) ns 
finds disaster facing her daughter. Verna, the eighteen year old girl 
is determined to run away and marry a wastrel. She believes she loves 
him, and she will not listen to her mother. 

How Margaret, through her own wits, realizes the impossibility of 
argument — and how she takes matters into her own hand, makes one 
of the most thrilling stories —a story that every mother will appre- 
ciate. Mrs, Breach, of Holden, Alta., who wrote the story, 1s a 
recognized Canadian writer of distinction. 

"The General Manager” — in the July Issue, is only one story in 
a brilliant programme of Canadian fiction. 








VERY morning, as the clock  shrills 

seven, I wish I were a man. 

Every evening, as I massage and pat and 
struggle expensively with a face no longer 
young and never of my own choosing, I 
wish I were a man. 

For, if I were, I would slumber yet another 
fifteen minutes before strolling to the bath- 
room for a quick shower and a shave and 
the five minutes dressing which turns him 
out ready to meet men. And in the evening 
a simple face wash and tooth brushing— 
and so to bed with the latest biography. 
No breakfast to get, with due regard to the 
attractive breakfasts which may be served 
if one can rise at six ac emma. No meals to 
plan. No ordering to do. No giving of aid 
with grimy pullovers and overshoes and 
rubbers and raincoats. No reluctant servant 
to push along the path of cleanliness and 
duty. Exchange all that for a pleasant ride. 

“A new day would bring no greater 
difficulties than the simple planning of three 
meals,”” wrote Mr. Faryon, wishing he were 
a woman. 

Ye gods and cross-eyed whales! The 
simple planning of three meals is never 
simple! It involves considerable mental 
strain, a review of financial resources, a 
survey of social debts usually long overdue, 
and hours of labor amid the most labor- 
saving devices. It involves argument with 
half-a-dozen canvassers with smart sales 
talk who wedge a foot in the door and refuse 
to budge. And the endless housework that 
fs never quite completed. 

I wish I were a man so that I might 
devote the greater part of every day to my 
chosen profession. So that I might say 
good-by forever to kitchens and meal plan- 
nings and housekeeping. For no matter how 
independent a woman is, she never quite 
escapes these things. 

Breathes there a man who envies a woman 
having a baby? Oh, Mr. Faryon! 

I wish I were a man so that I wouldn’t 
have to bother much about Christmas 
presents, and the family birthdays, and 
social debts, and medical bills, and chattery 
bridge. 

I wish I were a man so that I would still 
feel young at seventy. 

I wish I were a man so that I could go 
anywhere at any time of day or night in 
safety without regard to convention or 
propriety. 

Men fly across oceans, paint pictures, 
preach sermons, write immortal verse, plays, 
books, sit in parliaments, rule countries, 
compose music, operas, sing divinely, build 
beautiful buildings and great bridges, win 
championships in sports, operate big busi- 
ness. Some women have done some of these 
things, but how very rarely. The vast 
majority of women view life from the kitchen 
window. 

Men rule the world. The initiative is 
always the man’s. They make war and 
peace and woman's happiness and _heart- 
break. e 

There is no choice.—Genevieve Lamb. 


ITHOUT fear or favor I can truth- 

fully state that Mr. Faryon has 
stepped across the dotted line and got him- 
self tangled in the maze of female indig- 
nation. And what is more, I think he ought 
to be the recipient of a public presentation, 
the Order of the Unanimous Raspberry. 

If I were a man I’d invent an appliance 
which is operated by a snore, causing it to 
stick a needle into the snorer until he wakes 
up and stops snoring. This, I would realize 
at once, is a long-felt want, but it might be 
made even longer. Why can’t we use the 
horsepower of a male snore, for instance, to 
rock the baby’s cradle? 

If I were a man I wouldn’t throw things 
at the 6 a.m. alarm and turn over with a 
Rock of Gibraltar look upon my face. 
Immediately upon arising, even if it were 
an hour later I’d get two things firmly fixed 
in my mind: (a) I’ve got the best little 
woman in the world; and (b) the same with 
embellishments. Even though I knew, by 
the smell of coffee and bacon wafting up- 
stairs, that I was somewhat tardy, I’d slip 
below and offer my services with a smile. 

If I were a man I wouldn’t sing ‘‘Asleep 
in The Deep” in the bathroom. It’s not 
conducive to the hygienic laws governing 
baby’s sleeping hours. And upon hearing 
the inevitable protest from the nursery, I’d 
avoid slamming the bathroom door and try to 
remember that I was once an infant myself. 
Nor would I growl when a few bristles take 
more than five minutes to remove. It’s a 
simple operation nowadays. 

Men think that women spend far too 
much time over their toilet-—maybe an hour 
or more. They never pause to consider that 
half the wasted hour is spent in removing 
the following itemized articles: One shaving 
brush with lather complete; two best towels 
for visitors only, plus numerous bloodstains; 
one razor blade, rusty, found in the bath; 
one tin of talcum powder, baby’s, half | 
empty; and a tube of tooth paste, minus 
stopper, in the wash basin. This does not 
take into account numerous soap splashes 
on the wall and cigarette ash trails into the 
bedroom. 

Most men do just that, while the family, 
gathered on the verandah, yell adieu to a 
hard-pressed father who needs all the avail- 
able supply of air on hand for breathing 
purposes. And it makes the little woman 
mad when she can see the Jones person, who | 
lives in the semi-detached opposite, leading 
poor father by a short head as the two men 
round the corner and disappear from sight. 

Man’s work is a curious phenomenon. 
It is supposed to be, according to father, an 


eight- or ten-hour grind which reduces the ‘ 


physical and mental faculties to what, in | 

the vernacular of the male breed, is termed | 

“‘a wet rag.” | 

I would like to be a man when Sunday | 

arrives. Instead of preparing three meals | 

magazine, disappear within the confines of 
Continued on page 54 


and dressing the children, I’d grab up (| je ve 
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Po Demonshale lhe I-Whinule Facial 






T€€ 


FLASK 
FUNNEL 
COUETTES 


LAST CALL 3 Ambrosia special 


offer ends in 2 weeks. Your last chance to get 
3 items free with the purchase of a *122 bottle. 


bs ania cleansed, toned, ready for powder. 
That’s the facial Ambrosia gives in 1 
minute. Prove it at our expense by get- 
ting 3 items free with a $1 purchase now. 


For 2 weeks more you get, free, purse-size 
flask filled with Ambrosia, value 50¢. 
Also, free, funnel for refilling flask. And 
thirdly, free, regular 35¢ box of Couettes. 


On May 31st the flask mold will be broken 
and no more will be made. This is there- 
fore your last chance to get this flask that 
enables you to carry your facials in your 
purse. It is also your last chance to get 
this $2 value for $1. Don’t miss out. 
Get an Ambrosia special package today! 
CORRECT AGE-SIGNS 

Remember: in Ambrosia you get not only 
a 1-Minute Facial, but a product that 
contributes to skin-health. A fact tested 
and proven by 789 skin examinations 
recently made by a famous New York 
doctor. Doctor's results proved conclu- 
sively that critical-age signs were largely 
caused by wrong cleansing methods. 


END DRY SKIN—-SMOOTH WRINKLES 


With some women age-signs take the 
form of dryness and wrinkles. Dry skins 
start to age rapidly when 








GREASY CLEANSING. 
Surface dirt is removed but 
impurities pushed into pores, 
Couses age-signs, blemishes. 


789 skin examinations by o great New York doctor prove that Ambrosic contributes io skin-health. After = 
nightly cleansing, clean pores absorb Ambrosio Cream to end dryness. Oily skins use Ambrosia Tightener, = 
“ oa I ss £ = : Po ea ee aE 


oil glands are sub-normal, and because 
pores are clogged. (See skin diagram below.) 
Doctor's tests prove that dryness can be 
lessened and wrinkles smoothed notice- 
ably in 5 to 7 days, by 2 simple steps: 

1. Pore-deep cleansing. Nocream penetrates 
clogged pores. But pores cleansed with 
Ambrosia take in replenishing cream. 


2. Softening after cleansing. Used after 
Ambrosia cleansing, Ambrosia Cream 
penetrates, replenishes natural oil. Skin 
feels smoother at once. 

NORMALIZE OILY SKIN—END BLACKHEADS 


Oily skins start to age rapidly because oil 
glands are overactive, and because pores are 
clogged. Here’s how doctor normalized 
oily skin, sometimes within 3 days: 

1. Pore-deep liquid cleansing. Use Ambrosia 
cleanser 3 to 5 times a day. With pores 
no longer clogged, skin gets normal. 


2. Toning and tightening. Ambrosia 
Tightener after cleansing further lessens 
oiliness, prevents blackheads and blem- 
ishes, closes large pores. Get this Doc- 
tor’s full directions with Ambrosia 
today. And don’t forget: the special 
offer ends in 2 weeks. At drug and 

department stores now! 


Copyright 1932, Hinze Ambrosia, Inc. 
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PORE-DEEP CLEANSING. 
No blemishes now! All dirt 
removed with Ambrosia, skin 
4 becomes clear, fine, young! 


i 


MADE IN CANADA BY CANADIANS 
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IT’S GREAT 
TO SEE 
THEM EAT! 


IT GIVES you a real thrill, 
doesn’t it, to see your youngster 
enjoying his food? To watch 
him dip lustily into the cereal 
bowl and cram his little mouth 
full ? For it’s a cheery sign that 
he’s well—and that he’s doing 
his part toward building 
strengthand growth and health. 


So tomorrow, give your son or 
daughter a bowl of Kellogg’s 
Rice Krispies and milk. Makes 
no difference whether it’s break- 
fast, lunch or supper — watch 
him eat ! 


Rice Krispies fascinate child- 
ren. Delicious, toasted, rice 
bubbles that actually crackle in 
milk or cream. One of the 
best cereals for young folks ever 
made. 


Rice Krispies are such good, 
nourishing food. So easy to 
digest they don’t overtax. So 
much better than many heavy 
dishes — particularly at supper. 
For Rice Krispies invite restful 
sleep. Splendid to serve with 
the after-school glass of milk. 


You’d be interested to see the 
eare with which Kellogg’s Rice 
Krispies are made. No hands 
ever touch this cereal. Gleam- 
ing machinery. Spotless ovens. 
Sunlit kitchens. And Rice Kris- 


pies are sealed in a WAXTITE 
bag which is placed inside the 
red-and- green package and 
keeps every kernel oven-fresh. 
Made by Kellogg in London, 
Ont. Quality guaranteed. 





For the children 


Tune in Kellogg's Singing Lady every afternoon 
except Saturday and Sunday at 5.30 Daylight Sav- 
ing Time over WJZ, WLW, WBAL, ‘*KDKA, 
ens WGAR, WJR. Songs and stories children 





- Wi sh J We rea W o ma n- 


Some of the spirited replies to Mr. Faryon's article 


say in effect ‘ 


HAVE never gone quite so far as to wish 

at night when I am assiduously applying 
skin beautifiers and vigorously massaging 
double chins, that I was a man and could 
solve my problems by a quick morning 
shave. I admit that never occurred to me, 
but I submit that shaving is no more tedious 
and not nearly so uncomfortable or expen- 
sive a process as being strung up with a 
permanent wave machine or sitting endless 
boiling hours under an electric dryer. 

As for single standards, no matter who 
may laugh, they still remain very single 
with the breaks decidedly in favor of the 
men. Men, that is to say most men, are 
very selfish creatures. For instance, they 
take a girl out for a month or two months, 
give her a good time no doubt, and then 
just when she is beginning to rely on him 
for “‘dates,”” he becomes capricious and con- 
fides to his associates that “that woman 
was getting too darn serious,” and gets out 
while the going is good. Wise boy, maybe, 
but the trouble with most men is that they’re 
so conceited they think every woman will 
fall in love with them after the second 
movie, and if they don’t, there’s something 
wrong with them. It never occurs to them 
that there might be the occasional girl who 
would be glad to have a man for a friend 
and one who does not necessarily treat all 
males as well. . . beings to be exploited for 
her present and possibly her future con- 
venience. 

So I'd like to be a man—well, part of the 
time at least. If I were, I'd go stag to adance 
if I wanted to, and not have to stand 
around fiddling with a programme string 
and wishing someone would take pity on me 
and ask me to dance. I’d like to be a man so 
I wouldn't have to mend runs in my hose at 
8.30 in the morning and worry because 
I couldn’t afford a new pair. I'd like to 
be able to wear trousers instead of skirts 


| so I could have pockets instead of handbags 


bulging with nothing of more importance 
than a pair of soiled gloves for the cleaners. 


| I’d like to be a man so I would never have to 


worry about how my food was cooked so 





"Is that so?” 


JACK KEAY 


long as it tasted right; so I would always be 
sure of some adoring woman who would be 
only too glad to amuse me for an evening 
if I wanted to be amused; so I could sit in 
my room alone w:th a good book and a 
favorite pipe if I didn’t want the other type 
of amusement; so I could make business my 
irrevocable alibi if I didn’t want to spend a 
dull evening playing bridge; so I could 
distribute largesse to the poor at my office 
door with a patronizing pat on the back and 
a ‘“‘Hope that will help, my man.” 

And lastly, I should like to be a man so I 
could write a smart article like Mr. Faryon’s, 
with my tongue in my cheek and have 
ninety per cent of the women of Canada 
think that I really wanted to be a woman. 
Margaret L. Steven. 


From A Mother 


CANNOT imagine the man who 

wrote ‘‘I wish I were a woman,” rising 
earlier in the day than the rest of the house- 
hold, planning the day’s work and getting 
the children’s clothing ready. I can’t see him 
afterward spending many precious moments 
coaxing most of the family from their com- 
fortable cots, hurrying them and _ helping 
them so that they will not be late for their 
school or work; then when the house is 
quiet 
bathed, fed and made comfy in the crib 
straightening the home, 
dusting, making beds and so on, until the 
noonday meal brings the children home 
from school with tales of woe to be listened 


to, and perhaps damaged fingers or knees | 


to be cared for. Neither can I see him in the 
short hours of the afternoon before the 
children return, mending or making a new 
pair of trousers out of a pair of dad’s old 
ones; perhaps sewing on a new dress for the 
girl who is growing up—for dad cannot 
afford to buy her one out of his meagre 
wages. Who has to find the time and 
patience to do everything that duty calls 
her to do? It could only be a woman.— 


save for the youngest who must be | 


washing dishes, | 
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No more scouring 
sarbage pails 
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ILLETT’S Lye instantly lifts off 
grease and grime — without scour- 
ing. Kills germs and banishes odors. 
Ask for Gillett’s Pure Flake Lye by 
name... at your grocer’s. 


@ Never dissolve lye in hot water. The 
action of the lye itself heats the water. } 


FREE BOOKLET: The Gillett’s Lye 
Booklet gives full directions for using Gillett's 
Pure Flake Lye to clean toilet bowls, clear 
sink drains, and for many heavy cleaning tasks. 
Write to Standard Brands Limited, Fraser 
Ave. & Liberty St., Toronto, Ont. 


GILLETT’S 
LYE farsomr 








of Silvo on an old soft cloth, a 
| few light rubs, and your silver is 
restored to its original charm. 


Silvo is safe to use—easy to apply , 
and contains no acid, mercury, 
or other harmful ingredients. 


Silvo 


LIQUID SILVER POLISH 
Made in Canada 


RECKITTS (Oversea) LIMITED 
Montreal Toronto Vancouver 
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Hints 6n Highway Driving 


Some timely tips from a seasoned motorist by 


REBA HUDSON 


UST as there is The Compleat Angler for 

the ardent fisherman, so should there be, 

in this bestirring season, The Compleat 
Tripper for the vacationist on wheels. Lack- 
ing this, there are the customary Tips to 
Tourists of the widely travelled and motor- 
wise, to which the prospective inexperienced 
tripper usually hearkens eagerly. 

As one who has motored over much of 
North America, I have found that there are 
profitable ideas which are not included in 
this annual outcrop of suggestions and 
would like to share some of them with you. 

First, let us consider the needs of those 
who are to set out without plans for a visit 
of any sort, either at the end of the journey 
or en route. This will mean a fairly easy 
jogging along and the necessity for providing 
only for the comforts of the days of driving. 

It is well to have near at hand a box 
containing the smaller, more easily mis- 
placed articles such as a jack-knife, cork- 
screw, smoked glasses, pencil, notebook, 
small screw-driver, matches, air valves, 
bottle opener, and a tiny tube of cold cream 
for chapped lips. Also easily accessible 
should be a good flashlight, whisk, umbrella, 
working gloves, several pieces of clean 
cheesecloth, air gauge and thermos bottle. 

For the adventure-loving who wish at 
times to eat in the open, there is, of course, 
the equipped hamper, varying in size and 
degree of sumptuousness. But for those who 
must forego luxury an ordinary bread box 
will serve surprisingly well. At the bottom 
may be placed the frying pan and saucepan, 
each slid into a paper bag; next the flattest, 
largest plates, and so on, building up in 
pyramid shape with cups, cutlery—including 
bread knife, paring knife and can opener— 
tucked in at the sides and all protected and 
padded by wax paper and tea towels. 

It is a happy thought to keep the break- 
fast requisites separate. Some bags of khaki- 
colored canvas of various shapes may be 
prepared beforehand, with khaki tape 
drawstrings. One of these, about twelve by 
seventeen inches, could be the “breakfast 
bag.”’ In it could go the box of prepared 
cereal, sugar, oranges, tea or coffee, con- 
densed cream, cups, cereal dishes, spoons. 
The only necessary purchases in the morn- 
ings would be milk and possibly rolls or 
bread. Wherever one passes the night, one 
is almost always able to obtain fresh milk. 
Thus have the problems of motoring been 
simplified ! 

Should one of the party or a deft-fingered 
friend be so inclined, a neat refrigerator of 
zinc might be made to keep the bread-box 
company. They could both be, painted a 
dark brown or some unobtrusive color. 
The refrigerator could have a drained shelf 
in the top large enough to hold a ten-cent 
piece of ice on warm days, butter, bacon or 
other perishable foodstuffs. 

Two canvas bags—twelve by eight inches 

might be made, one to hold fruit upon 
which to nibble at odd hungry moments 
which come often and relentlessly on such 
excursions, the other to keep free from dust 
a nest of glasses sufficient for those in the 
party. Collapsible cups take up less room, 
but have been responsible for many spots on 
clothing and car upholstery; and cooling 
drinks are more enjoyable, surely, from a 
crystal tumbler, adequate in size, than from 
unnecessary makeshifts. Women, travelling 
thus, will find that deliciously cold drinks 
are often to be purchased in places, the 
appearance of which would spoil their 
pleasure in the refreshment. The car, per- 
force, becomes the refreshment booth. 


A Boston bag is a welcome asset. With a 
dignity quite its own, it will hold upright 
the ‘‘spillables” without which no woman 
can rove in true comfort. It may contain 
the toilet water and facial astringent as well 
as a few first-aid assets such as iodine or 
mercurochrome, adhesive, absorbent cotton, 


a bandage or two, an eye cup and boracic 
for tired eyes. 

For each member of the party one over- 
night bag should be sufficient for the re- 
quirements of the ordinary day and night. 
At the bottom of the luggage in the back of 
the car is the bag containing the more formal 
gowns and the change of travelling attire. 
And, tucked in somewhere, anywhere, 
should go the golf clubs. Some radiant 
splash of fairway there may be too beautiful 
to pass. And why, indeed, pass? ’Tis a poor 
holiday which denies the pleasure of slipping 
off the sign-strewn highway now and again! 

A large canvas bag would make itself 
useful in sheltering the heaviest coats and 
sweaters when not needed. Possibly the golf 
shoes might be tucked in at the sides, and a 
soft hat might be folded somewhere within 
the layers of coat. 

Across the front seat or over its back may 
be folded the ubiquitous rug, a thing to be 
scorned as a nuisance ordinarily, yet when 
needed nothing can fill its place, as I found 
once in the chill of a desert night. I had 
missed the last ferry on a lone shore of the 
Colorado River and had to wait until dawn, 
curled up in the car—and the rug. The sand 
under the mesquite was warm and inviting, 
but squatters’ rights were held by the spiders 
and snakes. 

For the motorist who has several suitcases 
or pieces of luggage which will not need to 
be opened until the end of a long trip, some 
of the canvas bags already described may 
be made to fit each one. Khaki is incon- 
spicuous and serviceable, of course, and this 
stout material will save the luggage from 


the scuffing and possible mischance of travel. | 


Over these odds and ends of equipment, 
whether on running-board or within the car, 
may be spread a large square of thick oil- 
cloth to protect from dust. 

It may be necessary to use smoked eye- 
glasses; but this is a misfortune, for one loses 
much of the loveliness of the landscape in 
passing, the surprise of the blue of some 
distant lake, or the delicate tints of foliage. 
It is advisable, though, to take a green eye- 
shade. Sometimes it relieves the glare as 
nothing else will. 

Although it may seem somewhat unneces- 
sary in the summertime, if one has sufficient 
foresight to include a pair of overshoes or 
high boots she may be extremely thankful. 
All tourists do not keep to paved roads, and 
even should they do so, detours have a habit 
of suddenly thrusting themselves upon the 
most trustful. A puncture in a muddy 
stretch of road, sad to say, sometimes does 
occur. I have had to be dragged out of mud 
holes on new roads in New Brunswick, and 
once was almost swept down a river in flood. 
One just never knows what’s round the 
corner. 

Concerning that vital item—car repair 
supplies. It would be well to include among 
the reserves blow-out “‘shoes’”’ of several 
sizes, the usual patching materials, a new 
inner tube or two, a stout rope, two fresh 
batteries for the flashlight, as well as the 
usual tools. 

Should you plan to cross the desert in your 
itinerary, it is not at all necessary to equip 
yourself with a desert bottle as long as you 
keep to the highway. Gone are the thirsty 
days of the forty-niners, and you may fill 
your thermos flask with free, cool water at 
almost any filling station should you grow 
apprehensive of drought to come. 

Gasoline station attendants will always 
supply you, courteously and without cost, 
with road maps and information. On 
entering a new province or state, you may 
obtain a descriptive road map for the asking. 
Lo, at each successive unfolding a yet more 
fascinating vista will stretch away before 
you, and you will snuggle into the seat of 
your car with a happy sigh of anticipation 
for the unknown, oft dreamt-of wonders still 
to come. 
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Discard 
that old sweeper! 


Enjoy these 3 helps that only a new, 
improved Bissell brings 
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The new Bissell gets more dirt! Brush forms 

perfect contact with any surface. 

Sweeps linoleums as well as rugs. Usefulness 

doubled. 

No more hard bearing down on handle. Easy, 
3 one-hand movement. 


A NEW INVENTION—“Hi-Lo” Brush Control 
—more than doubles the usefulness of the new 
Bissell. Now, in 25% less time, you can do a 
far better sweeping job than you ever did with 
an old-style sweeper. You can ee bare floors 
and linoleums as well as all sorts of rug surfaces 
—easier. Bearing down on the handle is elimi- 
nated. Simply guide this modern Bissell over 
carpets and rugs. « « « No matter what other 
cleaning equipment you own, you need a Bissell, 
too. The greathotels, where room- 
cleaning is a science, follow this 
rule: “Bissell the carpets daily; 
vacuum at frequent intervals.’ 
Good advice for the home. « « « 
A modern “Hi-Lo” (ball-bearing) 
Bissell Sweeper can be had for as 
low as $5.75 (only 25c more in 
West.) See all models at your 
dealers. Bissell SweeperCo. 
of Canada, Limited. Factory: 
Niagara Falls, Ontario. 


kw BISSELL 


SWEEPER Vite “Hilo” 
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Avoid th: 
Chie Wheral 


LOOK! 


Refresh your complexion daily with 
this marvelous Olive Oil Face Powder 


You get out under a hot sun. Play on the 
beach for hours. You feel great... full of life 
and spirit. But what about your complexion? 

Sun and surf dry out the essential, natural 
oils. Parch the skin . . . make it coarse and 
leathery. The blistering rays pave the way for 
tiny lines and wrinkles. 

Go ahead! ... Play, but—play safe! Every 
day before you go out, use OUTDOOR GIRL 
Face Powder. Its unique Olive Oil base (found 
in no other powder) keeps your skin soft, 
pliant and fine of texture. Cools away any 
feeling of burn or smart. OUTDOOR GIRL is 
fluffy-dry, yet it clings longer than any other 
powder you have used. 

Try this different face powder today! Dis- 
cover how it will protect your complexion... | 
keep it smooth and fresh. OuTDooR GIRL 
comes in 7 popular shades to blend naturally | 
with any complexion. 

Regular-size packages of OuTDooR GIRL 
Face Powder and other Olive Oil Beauty 
Products are popularly priced at 35c and 
$1.00 in the better drug and department 
stores. Try-out sizes, too, at 15¢ each, 
may be ee is the handing ae Sone 
Buy your box of OuTpooR GIRL today, ‘ i 
or at the coupon for liberal samples of bork \ Siphon in che sed box for oily 
the Olive Oil and Lightex face powders and the urple box for normal pt 
new Liquefying Cleansing Cream (which cleans 
the skin as no soap can). 

Made in Canada 


OUTDOOR GIRL 


sie vty C Face Ghee AEN 





J.T. WAIT CO., Led., Depe. E-6, 
427 St. Francis Xavier St , Montreal. 
Enclosed find 4c in stamps for which please send me 
free samples of the 2 OUTDOOR Gir face powders and 
the new Liquefying Cleansing Cream. 





SLIOES 
by 
BLACHFORD 
a 


e ONYX 

e GEORGINA 
e ARCHGRIP 
e ARCHELP 


Crafted by Canada's lead- 
ing shoe stylists. Identified 
by the name “ Blachford’ 


SOLD THROUGHOUT 
CANADA 


Blachford Shoe Manufacturing 
Company Limited, Torente 


Do the meanest job 
the cleanest way 


Wuo wants to scrub toilet bowls? 
That’s not a job for a woman. Yet 
they must be spotlessly clean. If 
you still scrub and scour, you don’t 
know Sani-Flush! 

This antiseptic, cleansing powder 
does a cleaner, quicker job. And it’s 
so simple. Just sprinkle a bit in the 
bowl (directions on the can), then 
flush .. . and the work is well done. 
The porcelain sparkles, and the hid- 
den trap that a brush won’t reach is 
purified and safe. Sani-Flush can’t 
harm the plumbing. 

At grocery, drug and hardware 
stores, 35c. Distributed by Harold 
F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., Toronto, 
Canada. (Another use for Sani-Flush 
—cleaning automobile radiators. See 
directions on can.) 





an easy, and bore holes—figuratively speak- 
ing—in any personality who would dare 
mar the even tenor of my ways. “Six days 
shalt thou labor,’’ says the Book of Books. 
I would like to add the sequel which applies 
to the majority of wives in this modern 
age, ‘‘and on the seventh work overtime.’”’— 
A Mother 


Men are Just Babies! 


WISH I were a man—oh, yes I do— 
when the mystery of life unfolds in pain- 
tormented hours, when the poetry of love 
is dimmed by aches and hopes and fears, 
and strength. that has carried one so long 
has passed away in a sea of Stygian darkness. 
I wish I were a man when the phone call 
reveals the fact that “It’s a girl,’’ when 
I know that hubby wanted a boy. But if I 
were a man I wouldn’t lose myself in a first 
flush of spontaneous joy which, being inter- 
preted, means a large spot of Excelsior with 
the “‘boys.”” Of course, Barnum was right 
when he said there was one born every 
minute! There is, but Barnum failed to 
make it clear whether he meant so-called 
model husbands or the real thing. 
No, Mr. Faryon, I haven’t suffered all 
these details myself, but there are many 
who have, and worse. And although I some- 
| times wish I were a man, I’m proud to bea 
woman. But aren’t men just dear big 
babies !—Mabel Blackburn, East Southamp- 
ton, N.S. 


The “Bossy Man” 


FIVER since I can remember, I have 
wished that I belonged to the masculine 
sex. When I was five, I longed to be a boy, 
so that my toys would consist of engines 
and other fascinating mechanical toys rather 
| than uninteresting dolls and all the other 
| Paraphernalia that goes with what is sup- 
| Posed to be the little girl’s great delight— 
“playing house.”’ It caused me many secret 
| pangs to realize that, because I was a girl, 
|I could never be a policeman when I grew 
up. Also I had a secret ambition which I 
knew could never be realized. I longed— 
| oh, how I longed—to walk some day up the 
| aisle at church in solemn dignity and pass 
the collection plate! 
| At fifteen I decided mournfully that, if 
I were a boy, I could be unkempt and 
awkward and still not be overduly criticized. 
Many are the worries of the feminine 
fifteen! I longed to be a boy so that at the 
frequent parties I could pick and choose my 
partners rather than wait in an agony of 
shyness and embarrassment until I was 
chosen. And to this day the sound of 
“Ladies choose their partners” in the old- 
fashioned Circassian Circle is sweet music 
to my ears. 

The years have increased rather than 
lessened my wish to be a man. In passing 
I might mention that I am five feet eight 
inches tall, weigh 145 pounds and am as 
strong as a horse; yet I am compelled to 
live this life a member of the “weaker sex.” 

I would like to have a business career and 
a family, too. Some women manage this, 
I know, but the great majority of men and 
women concede that “woman’s rightful 
place is in the home.”’ I’d like to pick the 
person I wanted to marry and promptly pop 
the question, rather than sit back anxiously 
waiting for the proposal. If I were turned 
down, I’d like to be impressively sad and 
melancholy for a while, or perhaps become 
dangerously wild and pronounce dramatic- 
ally that I was “through with women” 
until I found some other nice girl that I 
could fall for, who thought I was wonderful. 

I would like to be just myself and not 
have to worry over keeping beautiful and 
attractive, so that I could hold my husband. 
How many husbands exert themselves over 
trying to hold their wives? 

I wish I were a man, so that I wouldn’t 
have to worry about neck lines, hip lines 
and all the other lines, but could be con- 
cerned only with my tummy line, which 
I would keep under control by golf and 
other pleasant sports. 

I would like to be a man at mealtime— 
to sit down to a good meal and not have 
had anything to do with the preparing of it. 
How nice it would be to go out to play golf 


on holidays and not spend half the time) 
wondering about dinner, or to go on a picnic 
and not know exactly what there was to | 
eat! More than all, I would like to call out | 
cheerily to any of my friends, ‘‘How about | 
dropping in tonight for a game of bridge?” 
and not be concerned as to whether there 
was any cake in the house or not. 

It would please me immensely to go to 
rugby, baseball and hockey games and have 
a thoroughly good time—yell my head off 
and not be conspicuous and not have some- 
one chide me gently at the end with, | 
“There’s a lock of hair sticking out and 
your hat is sort of crooked. While you are 
at it, your nose is a bit shiny.”” And speaking | 
of that nose, I’d like to let it shine forth to | 
heaven and not give a darn! 

I would like to be a man so that when 
I joined a group of my own sex, I wouldn't 
feel the eyes of all fixed critically on my 
clothes. I would like to make up a foursome 
at bridge, and have absolute quiet during 
the play instead of an animated discussion 
on spring hats. 

I would like to be bored, and have 
attractive females strive to entertain me; 
to be indifferent, and told that I was 
wonderful; to be superior, and assured that | 
I was different. And I would fall for it all | 
too, along with the big majority. 

I would like to be a man so that I could 
ask Mr. Faryon, preferably in a personal 
encounter, what the heck he means by 
asserting that women are more to be envied 
than men. 

The Chinese out here in Vancouver almost 
always call the man of the house, the 
“bossy man.” Oh, how I would love to 
be a “bossy man!’’—M. W. Coburn. 





How I Wish I Were a Man! 


F I were a man I could walk off from the 

table, leaving the dishes to my wife, 
turn on the radio and read my paper. I'd 
kiss the kiddies good night while their 
mother heard their prayers and tucked 
them in. 

I wish I were a man so I might never 
know the horror of a sale, where women go 
native and claw the air and one another. 
Why any man should wish to join in for 
the pleasure of being rude—well it’s a bit 
thick. A sale is the survival of the fittest 
from the outset, and no man, in the keenest 
competition of his life, ever bucked a fight 
so fierce. Yet, martyrs to the cause of 
thrift, we women have to accept these 
orgies as part of our job. We are, indeed, 
the suffering sex. 

Men tell us theirs is the heavy problem 
of bringing home the bacon. Ours is to 
make it look like and go as far as a whole | 
pig. How significant and how important 
some of our problems are—how to make a 
pound of ground steak look like a three- 
pound roast and satisfy; how to make a 
last year’s bird’s nest look like this year’s | 
millinery achievement, or a twelve-dollar | 
dress like a French model. These are a few | 
of our problems—man’s to make a moderate 
income, woman’s to make a little seem a lot. 

If I were a man I could have Saturday | 
afternoons to call my own; Sunday in which | 
to golf all day; the excuse of business after 
hours which permitted me the freedom of 
sowing my wild oats. I could talk about | 
my friends and not be rated a gossip, pay | 
my motor fines and never tell my wife, 
express myself with freedom and not be 
crude; maintain my position without offen- 
sive attention from my employer, and stamp 
on offending beetles or plunge into icy 
waters and be thought a he-man by the 
ladies. 

If I were a man I could engage in a mild 
flirtation at the age of forty, or any age at | 
all, make an ass of myself and nobody care. | 
Girls would tell me I was a wonderful big 
boy, and I would know they were lying but 
I'd love it. 

Picture me as a woman of the same age | 
enjoying this relaxation! Would any man 
tolerate it in his wife? And as a single | 
woman, I would be counted a pursuing | 
female, an unclaimed treasure. 

And finally I wish I were a man so I 
would not have to listen to men wishing 
they were women,—Leslie Lewis. 
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Quickly 


Removes 


CORNS 





Ends Pain at Once! 


A new improved method has been perfected 
by Dr. Wm. M. Scholl, the noted foot 
authority, for treating corns, callouses and 
sore toes. It’s double-acting! Stops pain 
instantly. Removes the 
entire corn or callous in 
48 hours. Thin, specially 
Medicated Disks, used in 
conjunction with Dr. 


you these quick, safe, 
sure results. 


No Extra Cost! 


No extra charge for this 
new, complete double- 
value treatment. It re- 
moves the cause—shoe 
friction and pressure; 
soothes and heals; pre- 
vents sore toes and blis- 


BUNIONS 


100% safe. Results will 
be a revelation to you. y 
Get a box today. Atall BQ.) am 


drug and shoe stores, ahs 


D! Scholls 
Zino-pads 


Put one on—the" pain is gone! 


henutity 
your eyes | 


ransform them into 
pewteching as of loveliness — 
nstantly--with this new, easy-to- 
use eyelash beautifier. Makes 
lashes appearnaturally dark, long 
end luxuriant. Noskill required. 
will not smart the eyes. Tear- 
proof. Tryit. Black or brown,7 5c, 
at all toilet goods counters. Dis- © 
tributedby PalmersLtd., Montreal *® 


Me Ma 


ybellineé 
NON -SMARTING = TEAR=PROOF 













Vacation 
Expenses 


For Easy Work in Your 
Spare Time 


You can earn money quickly and 


pleasantly taking subscriptions 


to CHATELAINE in your spare 


time. Find out how—write now to 


Agency Division 
CHATELAINE 


c/o The Maclean Publishing 
Company, Limited 


143 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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An interesting and attractive arrangement of a public garden. 


Making the Community Garden 


by HENRY J. MOORE, 
Chatelaine’s Garden Expert 


ANY women’s organizations are 
interested in that phase of muni- 


cipal activity which has for its 
object the cleaning up and making beautiful 
of vacant areas, surroundings of civic build- 
ings, and of soldiers’ and other memorials, 
and in the laying out of community parks. 
Very often, however, it is difficult to decide 
which is the best way to go about it. 

Where funds are limited, perhaps activ- 
ities should be devoted to cleaning up the 
areas in the removal of debris and of 
unsightly features, as dilapidated structures, 
which serve no useful purpose, and in thus 
preparing the way for any improvement or 
beautification which may later be effected. 
Then a thought should be given to the 
manner in which the areas should be 
beautified. 

In every case where the spending of 
money is entailed, a plan should be pre- 
pared so that the work of laying out grounds 
may be performed in an intelligent manner. 
Permanency should be the aim of all plant- 
ing operations. Only through the use of 
hardy shrubs and perennials may _per- 
manency be attained. The writer has in 
mind a case in an Ontario town where about 
$100 had been spent for stock and in the 
necessary work of planting. The following 
year hardly a single shrub or perennial 
remained, as the stock chosen had not 
proved sufficiently hardy. 

In the case of practically all areas which 
are sufficiently large to allow of the treat- 
ment, it should be the practice to afford a 
frame to the lawn areas in the form of 
planting of shrubs or perennials, or both, 
in their respective borders. These also 
serve to hide any unsightliness, and hence 
for this purpose the subjects should be 
carefully chosen. Also a thought of pro- 
portion should be in the minds of the 
committee in charge, and in the case of 
small areas the large and coarse growing 
subjects should not be employed. 

Wherever unsightliness is to be obscured 
shrubs will be found preferable to perennials, 
as they retain their stems over winter, 
which is not the case with herbaceous 
perennials. When, however, a thought is 
given to the winter aspect of the case, ever- 
greens must also be used, for nothing can 
effect so much beautification over winter or 
so completely hide unsightliness. 


N SOME cases where memorials of granite 

have been erected in prominent places in 
our municipalities, we find that no effort to 
beautify the grounds has been made. Lawns, 
if any, have not been properly made nor 
carefully kept. The same is true of some of 
our cemeteries, and, in the words of the 


poet: 


“Remembered not by us, who living still 

Forget that soon their places we must 
fill, 

Be laid below, and to the dust decay, 

Shall we forget? Ah, no; ’tis not God’s 
way.” 


To clean up and beautify the places of the 
dead—the places wherein stand our soldiers’ 
memorials—they must forever be kept as 
though revered, for they remind us of the 
supreme courage of our boys as well as of 
the unutterable folly of war. 

Perhaps there is nothing which can be 
more effectively done by women’s organiza- 
tions where lack of funds limits the work of 
beautifying their municipalities, than to 
have it accomplished by individuals them- 
selves. In order to promote this very 
desirable object, meetings should be held 
and capable horticulturists be asked to 
address them. Through the simple planting 
of a few shrubs, which we shall call founda- 
tion plantings, each home can be made 
attractive wherever a soil area of sufficient 
width will allow. Instruction, however, 
through the medium of lectures or in other 
ways is essential in this as in most other 
branches of human activity. An organiza- 
tion of some kind should be formed for this 
purpose. 

Wherever horticultural societies exist we 
find that improvements have been effected 
to a greater or lesser degree, according to 
the length of time they have functioned. 
Through lectures and the dissemination of 
literature, the work of beautifying home 
surroundings, community parks, and street 
intersections, is done in an intelligent way. 
It is also true that when no such society 
exists, were it not for such organizations as 
Women’s Institutes the work of cleaning 
up and beautifying the municipality would 
not receive much consideration. 

Apart from that form of planting which 
may be regarded as permanent, and which 
it is too late to effect now, there is much 
that may be done in June to effect beau- 


tification in a temporary, but nevertheless | 


pleasing way. In towns or villages there are 
usually many places where annuals may be 
sown or planted, and which, when in flower, 
will brighten the locality throughout the 
entire season. Who can say that beds of 
the annual phlox—phlox Drummondi—are 
not worth while? The seed costs but a few 
cents. Of petunias; of the long-lived 
Californian poppies or eschscholtzia; clarkia 
of elegant color and form, or dwarf pastur- 
tiums, if sown on soil which is not too rich? 
But of all these the phlox or flame flower is 
the most brilliant. There are hosts of 
annuals, however, which may be utilized to 
Continued on page 66 





FRESH FROM 





to make your face 
pink and young 


@ Elizabeth Arden offers you a stimulating, blood- 
stirring treatment to bring a flush to the dullest skin, 
and make you feel and look ever so much younger 
in the space of one short hour @ The next time you 
are tired, the next time you want to look especially 
lovely for a party, follow this simple program: First, 
cleanse your skin thoroughly the gentle, thorough 
Arden way with Cleansing Cream and Skin Tonic. 


Then protect it with a layer of Orange 


@ Now apply the tingling brown salve which Miss 
Arden calls Anti-Brown Spot Ointment. Almost at 
once there is a prickling sensation as the blood comes 
to the skin surface, charged with new health. At the 
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~ AONCE-A-WEEK TREATMENT _ 


Skin Food. 





OEMEYER 


end of one minute...two minutes...(onger after your skin has become used to the 
treatment) remove the ointment and find your skin flushed and warm...ready to 
respond to a soothing application of cream and, afterwards, a cool patting with 
Skin Tonic. Best of all, you feel as waked-up as you look; with a special glow 


about your skin that lasts for hours. 


FOR THIS “ONCE-A-WEEK” TREATMENT YOU WILL NEED: 


VENETIAN CLEANSING CREAM... Melts 
into the pores, rids them of dust and impurities, 
leaves the skin soft and receptive. $1, $2, $3, $6 
VENETIAN ARDENASKIN TONIC...Tones, 
firms and refreshes the skin . 85c,$2,$3.75,$9 
VENETIAN MUSCLE OIL...A penetrating oil 
rich in the elements which stimulate flabby mus- 
cles and soften lines and wrinkles. $1, $2.50, $4 


Miss Arden's book ‘* The Quest of 


ORANGE SKIN FOOD...In delicate form it 
brings to the skin just those nutritive elements 
which are needed to acquire that desirable well- 
cared-for look. $1, $1.75, $2.75, $4.25, $8 


VENETIAN ANTI-BROWN SPOT OINT- 
MENT...A creamy, tingling ointment which 
stimulates the circulation, and is helpful in eras- 
ing marks of sallowness. $2.50 


the Beautiful’’ describing all of the 


famous Elizabeth Arden Preparations will be gladly sent you on request 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


NEW YORK: 691 


FIFTH AVENUE 


Wholesale Distributors: ELIZABETH ARDEN of CANADA, LTD. 


207 Queens Quay, 


PARIS LONDON BER 
© Elizabeth Arden, 1952 


Toronto, Canada 


LIN ‘ ROME ‘ MADRID 
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You Can 


Easily Make 
flake 
Beautiful 
Blouse 





This lovely 
blouse can 
be easily 
made by any 
woman. It is so simple 
to sew when you use a 
thread that will not pull 
nor snarl — that slips 
through the fabric 
smoothly, its stitches 
' barely noticeable. 


For dresses, negligees, 
children’s coats, frocks 
and all fabrics with a 
lustre, use J. & P. Coats’ 
Spool Silk. Over 100 dif- 
ferent boilfast shades 
can be obtained in this 
fine thread. Simply ask 
for J. & P. Coats’ Silk 
Thread in the handy 
50-yard spools. Its high 
quality guarantees sew- 
ing satisfaction—re- 
memberit’s BOILFAST. 


Illustrated: Butterick Pattern No. 4010 


J. & P. Coats” 
SPOOL SILK 


MADE IN CANADA BY 35 
THE CANADIAN SPOOL COTTON CO., 


Makers of Coats’ and Clark's Spool Cotton 














AM enclosing a very rough sketch of a new 

house and would like your advice regarding 

color schemes or the type of furniture and 
curtains. I intend to have the kitchen in cream 
and green and one of the south bedrooms will 
have rose the predominant color. 

I don’t intend to do anything with the walls 
at present and perhaps not hardwood floors 
for a time. How would you treat the floors? 
The only furniture we have at present is a light 
oak-colored bedroom furniture and cedar chest. 

I thought I might possibly have odd pieces of 

walnut furniture, the upholstering of which is 
| black mohair. How would you curtain the 
double windows? It would have to be done 
cheaply. 


SHOULD advise you to try to give your 

floors a lacquer and wax finish. Even 
pe wood takes this treatment well, and 
| it is so much better to look at and easier to 
| keep clean than painted floors. 

With old walnut and horsehair furniture, 
| you might try a quaint type of fabric for 
| the windows—a cross-striped silk whipcord, 
| broad stripes sometimes called “‘Roman’’ 
| and ivory cream voile for undercurtains. Or 
| if you think that would shut out too much 

| light, get a single color in a sort of light 
| brocade effect in artificial silk, ruffle it, and 
| have long curtains to the floor, tied back— 
no valance. 
| Planning a Bedroom 


WOULD like to know what color I could 

use in my bedroom to make it look attractive. 
The walls and ceiling are buff with white 
woodwork, the maple floor is varnished with 
clear varnish and waxed. Furniture consists of 
a steel double bed in mahogany color, a large 
dresser and bedroom chair the same color. I 
have a table I could use for a dressing table, 
also have a bedroom box. What would be nice 
for a covering for the bed, box, dressing table, 
and bed lamp? I would like a pad for the 
chair too. I won't be able to afford anything 
for the floor but a small rug or rugs. What 
would be nice for glass curtains ? 


SHOULD suggest that you use a very 
small patterned floral chintz for your 
| bedroom box, chair and curtains. Pick out 
| the predominating shade, which I imagine 
will be your favorite color, and have a 
candlewick spread for the bed in that shade. 
Then have a dotted Swiss in the same color 
but a lighter shade for your dressing table 
cover or drape. Dotted Swiss in this shade 
would be pretty for your glass curtains, too. 
As to the rug or rugs, little hooked, braided 
or crocheted rugs in keeping with the general 
scheme would be attractive. You see you 
have not told me the exposure of the room, 
nor any of your own color preferences. 
However the prescription I have given you 
will fit almost any room, 


THE HOME BUREAU | 


Conducted by ANNE ELIZABETH WILSON 


for curtains ? The dining room ts connected 
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Carries dresses and accessor- 
ies for a weekend or a week. 
Dresses cannot wrinkle or 
crush. Wardrobe trunk con- 
venience in hand baggage 
form. Has lightness of 
weight and sturdiness. 


The Aeropack is easier to 
pack. Insist on the genuine. 
Write for booklet, The L. 
McBrine Co. Ltd., Kitchener, 
Ontario. 


WOULD very much appreciate a little | 
advice on my living room. It is a small| 
room with a double west window. The front 
door also opens directly into it, with a window 
in it, also facing west. What would be best 


with the living room by an open arch, and I 
think it would be best to have the —| 
alike, as they are more like one room than two. | 

I am also considering having the rooms 
re-papered and would like your ideas on the 
subject. I might mention that we rent the | 
house, and the paper will have to be inex- 

pensive. In the living room my rug ts an| 
all-over pattern with rose, black and tan 
predominating. My chesterfield ts upholstered 
in taupe mohair. I want both glass curtains 
and side drapes, but must be content with ' 
some which are not too dear. 





ae genas 


“GOOD OLD 


BLUE-JAY 


Y ADVICE would be, I think, not to 

paper the rooms exactly alike but in 
very close harmony. Then, in the front 
room, I should perhaps use a very faintly 
figured paper in soft pastels, tan pre-| 
dominating, in a mildly modernistic geo- | 
metrical design. Then for the other room, a 
single tone paper, picking out perhaps the | 
tan of the first paper; for the under- 
curtaining, including the door-glass, which 
should be rodded top and bottom, cream 
net “‘curtaining”’ of fine mesh; for the living 
room, over-curtains of soft blue and russet 
stripes; and for the dining room, a gay blue 
linen, with wide hems and wide hemstitching 
in the prevailing bright color of the living 
room paper. I think you might find this 
arrangement just about what the room 
needs, 


WHAT 
A BLESSED 
RELIEF ” 






STOP 
CORN 


Don't sufferneedless torment. Apply 
Blue-jay, the medicated corn plaster. 
The instant the soft felt cushions 
the aching spot, you get relief. 

It doesn’t take long, then, for 
Blue-jay’smild medication to loosen 
the corn for easy removal. 

Always ask for genuine Blue-jay, 
the safe treatment—made by a 
noted surgical dressing house. Avoid 
harsh “cures” and infection-invit- 
ing paring. All druggists, 35¢, 


A Cozy Living Room 


I WANT to have the sitting room papered 

What color would be best for it? I also 
want to get a chesterfield and two easy chairs, | 
What would be a nice color for them? The| 
room has three windows; carpet is green and | 
terra cotta; tiles of the fireplace are green. | 
The two large easy chairs are nigger brown | 
with fawn leaves and small red flowers and 
the two lampshades are yellow. All the Jur- | 


niture 1s mahogany. 
 BLUE-JAY 
SHOULD suggest that you use a chintz 


for the curtains in your living room, C 0 R N P L A y T E R S$ 
taking in terra cotta and green predom- : . 
inantly, with undercurtains of beige gauze | 
or voile. The chesterfield suite which you| ».-casesaeencaeece Sen neananne 
intend getting, I should have in terra cotta | FREE BOOKLET—"FOR BETTER FEET"— 
upholstery, with occasional cushions of the > ar a aus Saas waa eakalenee 
curtain material. I would not have velours to Bauer & Black, 103 Spadina Ave., Toronto. 
or mohair in the upholstered pieces, but a | 


: : : 5 PEONDR sicaiatinnsacalgusuandiuaiaeimtaasaniiaaassinnencaaanemanneal ° 
denim or poplin type of material. These 
are becoming easier to secure than was once | SETOCE,,......00e-seressssvnsareesserensccrsresesssscnnnnssensoossesesee “ 
the case. iiainiiiil sieciciatiitaniaeaae i ecceci Prove sovesssen ane 
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* JUNE BRIDES - 


, me 
Here is a plan of buying fine living room 
furniture, a piece or two at a time. You 
get what you really want — yet keep within 
your budget. 








NOW— Develop your new 


Living Room Ensemble around 
this beautiful 


ROEHLE 


S O a A YOU'RE LUCKY - 
This year furniture prices are 
lower—values greater—than at 


any time in the last [5 years. 











Choose the chair or chairs 
you like—they all harmonize 






KROEHLER 
Sofa No, 634 





This new Kroehler plan permits you to express your own 
individuality in the selection of your living room furniture, 
with the comforting assurance that whatever your choice, 
it will be correct and in perfect taste. Any of these 
chairs is a fitting companion piece to this charming sofa. 





Wing Chair 


Buy what pieces you can now. Add other Kroehler pieces 
later when circumstances permit. Build up your living 
room furniture equipment just as you would a set of fine 
china or sterling silver. 


And, at today's low prices, any one of these Kroehler 
pieces represents the greatest value offered in such fine 
furniture, for the past 15 years. Take advantage of the 
unprecedented opportunities available today, to furnish 
your living room with furniture which, in years to come, 
will be a source of constant pride in its appearance and 
comfort — and a tribute to your judgment in buying now. 





Occasional Chair 


See the new Kroehler designs at a leading store in your 
neighborhood. Look for the Kroehler silk label under the 
Fireside Chair cushion. Kroehler Mfg. Co. Ltd., Stratford, Ont.—Mont- 

a real, Que.—and twelve other factories on this continent. 





KROEHLER IS THE WORLD'S LARGEST MAKER OF LIVING ROOM FURNITURE 
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lovely 


Andrew Malcolm 


EADING ® l l 
. stores now O onia S 
have on display 
these historic poster beds with their graceful 
panels, the stalwart, many-drawered chests, the 
quaint old dressers and other types of ancestral 
furniture which Andrew Malcolm 
has revived from pioneer homes. 

Their quaint forms and beautiful 
old ny and rich walnut brown 
tones make them altogether delight- 
ful. They will bring new charm and 
interest to your home, with their 
» background of early days. 

You will be surprised to learn how little it 
costs to transform your bedroom into a beautiful 
Colonial setting. In keeping with the times, 





Andrew Malcolm, with 60 years of furniture 
experience to guide him, has made these Colonials 
comparatively inexpensive, despite 
their historic character and sound 
construction. 


Now at last you can have a 
bedroom that exactly expresses 
your own i 
furniture. For there are a vari- 
ety of beds and other pieces 
from which to choose. You 
select the very ones that carry 
out your own ideas, Or if you 
prefer to make the transforma- 
ae greeny in order to 

the cost, replace the 

iture a piece at a time, 
beginning with the poster bed. 
By all means go see this furni- 
wre. First however send the 
coupon below for a helpful book. 








Anprew Matcoim Furniture Co. 
Kincardine, Ontario 
FACTORIES, KINCARDINE AND LISTOWEL 





. 

| Send free booklet, “Colonial Bed- | 

| rooms”, to | 

| Ftigeia). +I 

| Address a | 

© My furmiture store i8......cccccceseseeseene 
| 
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of arrangement and | 





‘BASEMENT FLOOR. PLAN- 
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¥ 
REMOVES 
' HAIR . 
A picturesque bungalow in stucco or brick designed by Mr. Klein : s 
\ AT ‘) | Safe, RELIABLE, QUICK —X-Bazin 
THE NE HO SE | leaves the skin virginally white, 
° ; | smooth and free of hair. Discourages 
Whether you buy, build or rent, you must consider these points — seprowih, Cream or powder, for 
The second article in a regular series | Tastidious women who want the best. 
pce le echt beri icnks tae uid x cs idietaaitlaevadadl ntttatad 
By MAURICE D. KLEIN | The most inexpensive and economical 
Member of the Royal Architectural Institute of Canada depilatory obtainable. 
Sole Canadian Distributors 
N THE previous article of this series I planned by architects and, unfortunately, PALMERS LIMITED, MONTREAL 
[outlined two of the main factors which some of those which have, I am unable to 
go to make up value in the purchase of a_ allow my own taste and particular ideas of | ——— 
home. The third factor entering into the design to sway me too far. 
value of the property is the design of the When I speak of design in connection with 
house itself. valuation, I place the maximum importance 
The main rooms of a house should be upon that part of it which pertains to the 
easily accessible one to the other, as well as__ plan of the building. I do this, although I 
to the service portion of the house. The _ regret it is necessary, because bad and even 
requirements for service access should not vulgar design of the exterior does not seem 
intrude upon these main rooms or upon the _ to detract too greatly from the present-day 
entrance hall. These matters of arrange- sale and purchase of a building. It does at 
ment, if well provided, are attractive fea- times seem to me that the speculative 
tures and give pleasure to the housewife, to builder has discovered that the use of stone 
all members of the family and to its guests, or expensive brick in a portion of the front 
as well as to the servants themselves. I of a residence will make the average buyer 
always mark very heavily any serious overlook a great many premature cracks in ~ 
neglect in this regard. the stucco or inferior brickwork on the other 
The rooms themselves should, by the _ three sides. . 
arrangement of their window and door open- It is well to remember in this connection 
ings, the location of the radiators, and the __ that the mistakes in design, or shall we say 
arrangement of wall spaces, allow for the the fashion of bad design which was in : 
placing of the necessary furniture. vogue a decade ago, depreciate the value of 
‘ I have seen many houses of moderate those houses today in the mind of the ° 
® | size, which conformed to my idea of con- purchaser. They are said to be old-fashioned. 
venience and the accessibility of the rooms, Similarly the bad design which is in vogue H . ¥ 
utterly spoiled by the thoughtless arrange- today will give the same depreciation to the e r ¢ 1 S O u Ir 
ment of radiators and of os window and __ value of such a house by the end of the next 
door openings, with the result that it was decade. QO ; 
impossible to place satisfactorily or attrac- Good design is, either on the exterior or p por tun ity * 
tively the larger pieces of furniture. Each the interior, never considered to be out of 
piece of furniture has a particular function fashion, for architecture in itself is only the 
to perform. Naturally, the interference adaptation of fixed principles to changing Old Man Opportunity only 
with such functions is bound to cause a_ requirements as time goes on. It is only knocks once — and would 
daily irritation and inconvenience, and this because the average purchaser of the modern you believe, here he is now, 
is specially noticeable in the main rooms. house, either today or a decade ago, does aoKeoriet-cok! 
The use of good stock materials for doors, not expect to live in the house for a con- a 
moldings, base, and so forth, in the general siderable period of time, that he pays too his is your chance to join 
finish of the interior is proper when this little attention to this particular point. our Club for Girls whereby 
type of material is in proportion with the The compactness of the arrangement of you will earn splendid prof- 
design and the cost of the building. Ihave the rooms and the useful utilization of all its. for pleasant spare time 
seen many instances where a hardwood has__ space, which is often wasted, appear to me anak ro ee 
been used in the finish of a house and yet the __ to be of greatest importance. If I find much . 
doors were of a soft wood. Such a mixture waste space in a building I know that the Our members earn as much 
of materials always seems to me to have a_s price my client is asked to pay, as well as as $25.00 a week. One 
cheapening effect upon the whole residence, that which he must ask some future pur- a ie ee i * 
as it is obviously an attempt to mislead the chaser to pay, includes a cost which will we = rote us recently 
purchaser into thinking that he is receiving appear to be not only of no value, but as a saying, I was delighted F 
something which is not there. I wouldalways _ distinct inconvenience. with my first hour’s work, 
much rather see the cheaper materials The position of the house upon the prop- in which I made $3.00.” 
properly treated than attempt anything that erty and the location of the service require- This is dignified and happy 
appears to be an obvious deception. ments are of equal importance to the work. Earn the extra 
In valuating houses which have not been Continued on page 73 money for that new frock 
you want! 
Send in the Coupon 
THe CLus For Gir_s 
The MacLean Publishing Company, Limited 
153 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
IT would like to earn extra cash in my spare 
time. Please send particulars. 
Name 
* 





FIRST FLOOR PLAN: 





Chatelaine, June, 1932 





table napkins, egg cups and egg timer, grape- 
fruit knife, percolator, toaster, toast rack, 
honey jar, orange reamer, newspaper rack, 
breakfast china, marmalade jar, etc. 


Idle Moments Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 


Idle moments do ensnare! 

Let this basket say, Beware !— 
Bringing needle, patch and twine, 
For the stitch that saveth nine! 


Gifts: Mending basket, darning wools, 
sewing cotton (black and white), large 
scissors, small scissors, button bag contain- 
ing buttons, fasteners, hooks and eyes, etc., 
thimble, darning ball, patch book with 
black, navy, brown and colored patches in 
it, needle case, pins, tape, elastic, lingerie 
ribbons, dressmakers’ chalk, tape measure, 
etc. 


Come-Again Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 


Although we're entertaining you so 
pleasantly tonight, 

We're really only hoping that in turn 
you'll us invite; 

And so we're making doubly sure 

You've everything that’s needed for 

A quick return engagement, and an 
appetizing bite. 


Gifts: Bridge table covers, supper cloth 
and napkins, guest towels, score pads and 
pencils, playing cards, bon-bon dishes, ash 
trays, match holders, cigarette holders, cups 
and saucers, cocoa jug, celery tray, sand- 
wich and cake plates, pantry specials such 
as caviar, sandwich fillings, colored sugars, 
biscuits, etc. 


The Good Wife Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 


When he comes home at a quarter to six, 
With never a word to you, 

Bringing the company’s president, 

And the wife of the president, too, 


And also the Vice, and the Vice’s wife, 

And a client, come out of the west, 

And says that they’ve all of them come 
to dine, 

And please—you'll do your best! 

Smile! Say nothing! But hie yourself 

To serve them a feast from the Good 
Wife Shelf! 


Gifts: Cocktail syrups, maraschino 
cherries, caviar, canned soups, sardines, 
olives, mayonnaise, salad fruits and veget- 
ables, special flavors such as tabasco, fish 
and meat sauces, first grade canned veget- 
ables and dessert, junket powders, etc. 


Tidy Cupboard Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 


Everyone knows men are careless with 
clo’es, 

And cupboards aren’t all that they 
could be; 

So here are some hooks for equipping 
your nooks, 

And keeping them just as they should be! 


Gifts: Moth proof bags, cupboard hooks, 
extension rods, clothes hangers, clothes 
brushes, hat stands, hat brushes, shoe trees, 
shoe shelves or bags, sachets, clothes press, 
etc. 


Flower Vase Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 
There’s nothing that changes a dwelling 


so much 

As that which is known as the feminine 
touch, 

And nothing more kin to the feminine 
soul 


Than just the right flowers in just the 
right bowl! 


Gifts: Large flower bowls, bulb bowls, 
colored stones or bulb fibre, small pansy 
bowls, violet jars, rose jar, tall narrow- 
stemmed vases, tall wide-necked vases, ivy 
bowl, glass vases, pottery jars, flower 
holders, rose wires, flower pot holders, etc. 


Our Home Nursing Course 


Continued from page 50 


applied to the extremities will be beneficial. 
Treat as for shock. 


Poisoning—Sudden and _ severe _ illness, 
especially with vomiting and bad cramping 
pains. Send for a doctor at once, and if 
possible let him know what poison has been 
taken so he can bring the right antidote. 
Cause vomiting by any of the following 
emetics: Mustard and water, salt and water, 
or syrup of ipecac, and follow by giving 
patient large quantities of warm water to 
help wash the stomach of its contents. 


Nose Bleed (Epistaxis)—-Place patient on 
back, with the head raised and the hands 
held above it. Cover the nose with a cloth 
filled with crushed ice or wrung out of ice 
water. Never hold head over basin, for this 
position encourages bleeding; instead receive 
the blood in a wet sponge. In obstinate 
cases, also apply cold to back of neck; place 


a roll of paper between the gum and the 
upper lip, sniff salt and water or vinegar 
and water up the nose. Do not give stim- 
ulants unless, if after prolonged bleeding, 
there is pallor and weakness. In this case a 
doctor is needed. 

Stings of Insects—These are relieved by 
applications of ammonia, common table 
salt, baking soda, slice of onion or hot 
vinegar. An excellent and popular remedy 
is common household blueing. Moisten the 
cake and apply. 

Fainting—The head should be kept low 
unless the face is flushed. If patient faints 
in a chair, simply depress the chair until 
the floor is reached. In doing so, grasp the 
back of patient’s head, while another holds 
the knees to prevent slipping off the side. 
Loosen clothing and bathe the forehead, 
face and pulse with cold water. Treat as 
for shock. 


ith the 
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HE most modern and successful 

home-makers in Canada recommend 
General Electric Servants for every 
duty that can be performed electric- 
ally. Each appliance is made in Canada 
and bears the name ‘“‘General Electtic”’, 
which is your assurance of the highest 
quality. 
For comfort and convenience—for the 
greatest saving in time and labor — 
you can rely on General Electric Home 
Appliances which include the G-E 
Refrigerator, G-E Hotpoint Range, 
G-E Home Laundry Equipment and 
G-E Full Range Radio. 


Start today to enjoy the efficient and 
dependable service rendered by General 
Electric Servants. They can be pur- 
chased through any General Electric 
Dealer on the convenient G-E Budget 
Pian. 


GENERAL 
ELECTRIC 
Servants 
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CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC CO. Limitep 








Four Finishes 
CAMEO VELLUM 
CAMEO LINEN 
CAMEO RIPPLE 
CAMEO DECKLE 


a Barber-Ellis product J) 





What a $10,000 “Family Income” 
Policy Will Do 


If you do not live to age 65 
this Company at your death will 
commence to pay your family $100 
eee per month an will continue to pay 
Here is the real bis amount until you would have 
ee ok. reached age 65. 
eee a In addition 


family protection $10.99 will be paid on the 65th 
problem. This anniversary of your birth. This 


licy requiresan #™ount will be paid in one sum, or if 
poms eS desired, in instalments. (In the lat- 


annual deposi € ter event, excess interest dividends 
of only $28.18 per will be added to the instalments.) 
thousand at age If you live to age 65 
30. the Policy may be continued as an 
Ordinary Life Contract at a reduced 
lc Nia yearly deposit or surrendered for 
its cash value which may be taken 
in one sum or as a monthly income. 


Send the coupon Dividends 
below forfurther Liberal dividends are allotted year- 


information ly, the first distribution being at 
the end of the FIRST policy year. 


PBVBVVBPS SV 22 222882828 2BB22BUGUGU2GBBGGGBBeBee ey 


THE 
Mutual Life 
Assurance Company 


of Canada ; 

Head Office Waterloo, Ont. ; 
s 

s 

a 


I am interested in a Family Income 
Policy. Please send particulars. 


Established 1869 
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The Buceessdtul Shower Hostess 


Here are Verses and Party Ideas 


FF NHE first and most difficult problem of 
the shower hostess is the fact that 
there have already been so many 

| weddings and so many brides! 

| Dozens and dozens of brides have set up 

housekeeping in the last few years, and all 

| of them had to have kitchen supplies, and 

‘linens and china. Those are the sort of 

| showers that brides want, but already they 

| have been done over and over again by the 

guests. The would-be hostess faces the 

danger that what should be a happy expres- 

| sion of good will may develop into a routine 

duty and become, if not an imposition, at 
| least a bore. 

However, feminine ingenuity has avoided 
worse dangers than that! 

The whole idea of the “shower” is to 
supply the little incidental things that are 
hardly big enough to be included in the 
trousseau, or house furnishings plan, but 
nevertheless, lumped together, can cause a 
very large gap in the budget! Nobody, in 
planning a new home and its furnishings, is 
going to itemize the dish mop or the soap 
shaker; yet without them the first meal 
presents an instant problem. It is not often 
that one finds a can opener among the 
wedding presents. Yet that’s the sort of 
thing that takes a great deal of remembering, 
and whose absence could cause a marital 
crisis. 

Shower gifts are only intended to fill in 
the gaps of a newly organized home, and 
should only cost a few cents each. Anything 
that costs more should really be the joint 
contribution of two or three. By limiting 
the cost of her shower gifts and planning the 
shower for inexpensive but most necessary 
items, the shower hostess is actually helping 
her friend the bride, without risking an 
awkward situation among their mutual 
friends. 

| How avoid monotony? 

| Showers are so much more amusing if they 

|relate to some specific scene that might 

| occur. What does happen in the ordinary 
average home? What are the little things 
that upset the applecart? 

Of course, there’s the can opener. There’s 
|always the time when somebody has the 
| bright idea of bringing home canned lobster, 
or a special soup, or when at the last minute 
the meal is to be made of salmon and canned 
peas—-then non est the can opener, and see 
what happens! It happens again for the 
lack of a corkscrew. And still again when he 
wants a sharp knife, and she produces one 
from the dinner set! 

So there’s an idea for a shower—a kitchen 
drawer shower! The other gifts will carry it 
farther, with drawer-lining paper, kitchen 
spoons and forks for cooking, apple corers, 
a kitchen screwdriver, stirring spoons, small 
scales, a stout meat knife, and so on. The 
originality of the guests will ferret out many 
other most necessary things—perhaps pet 
ideas they’ve proved themselves —and, 
presto! you present your bride-to-be with a 
convenient, well equipped kitchen drawer. 

To put over the idea, the hostess arranges 
her gift so that it will come first, and attaches 
a verse. This often proves kinder than 
asking the guests to supply their own, for 
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sometimes, it’s a labor to make up a verse 
about a chopping knife, and still more of a 
labor to read it aloud to an excited and 
noisy group of people. I am suggesting 
here several showers designed to give brides 
the linens and china and kitchen things 
they'll need, in a new setting, with the verse 
already made for the hostess. 

First, then, the hostess’s verse for the 
kitchen drawer. Maybe you can make a 
better one! Then you can keep this for an 
anticlimax at the end. 


Hostess’s Verse 
Even a king’s cook needs to open cans, 
And eke a kitchen drawer, and all that’s 
in it. 
May royal fortune prosper all your plans. 
Here is a friendly thought for every 
minute. 


The Cake Baking Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 
No doubt you know what road to take 
To reach your husband’s heart with, 
But here are the dishes you'll need to bake 
A right good cake to start with! 


Gifts: Rolling pin and board, egg beater, 
mixing bowl, mixing and measuring spoons 
measuring cup, flour sifter, lemon reamer 
nut chopper, layer cake tins, fruit cake and 
bread tins, angel and sponge cake tin, 
baking sheet, paper baking cups, patty pans, 
cookie jar, cookie cutter, oven thermometer, 
icing tubes, wire cooling tray, spice boxes, 
etc. 





Tea Table Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 


Little drops of water in the April showers 

Make for days of beauty in a world of 
flowers. 

So we hope that all the year 

You will gather fruits of cheer 

From the loving wishes in these little gifts 
of ours. 


Gifts: Lace trimmed tablecloth or mats, 
table napkins, candlesticks, cups and 
saucers, sandwich tray, cake plates, small 
teaspoons, sugar and cream set, tray, tea- 
pot, tea cosy and handle holder, brass hot 
water kettle, muffin dish, “curate,” tea 
apron, tea towels, teapot and kettle stands. 


Happy Morning Shower 


Hostess’s Verse 

Oh, lady, in the morning you must 
never lie in bed, 

Because the most successful wife is not 
the sleepy head; 

So all these happy greetings that we 
bring to you today 

Will help you get to breakfast in the 
good old-fashioned way! 


Gifts: Alarm clock, shower bath attach- 
ment, curtains and bath towel, house frock 
or morning pyjamas, breakfast cloth and 
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HE DOMESTIC WORKSHOP 








| 
| 


Dishes, Silverware, Cooking Uten- 
sils, Sinks h Tubs, Laundry, 
Woodw Floors. Softens water 
instantly. Results please the most 
discriminating. 









For sale at careful grocers. 
Manufactured by 22 


Galt Chemical Products, Ltd., Galt, Ont. 


“CARE-FREE”™ 


ELECTRIC 
WASHER, 


NO OILING waa 


BOWL-BOTTOM TUB. 
WITH OFFSET GYRATOR 


Exclusive 
Patented features 
_ oo 


THE COFFIELO WASHER COMPANY * CANADA LIMITED 
FACTORY § HEAD OFFICE - HAMILTON ONTARIO 











Why not devote your spare hours 
to our pleasant, part time work? We 
will pay you well for your efforts. 


Write for full particulars 
Locat Representatives Dept. 
THe MacLean Pusuisutnc Co., 
Lmitep, Toronto 2, Ont. 





THE CLAY 


| cottage is situated a long way 
’ j good from the up-to-date stove that makes 
ROTARY LAWN its own gas from a good grade of motor fuel. 


CLOTHES DRYER 


Ge ots When not in use is 
stored in cellar or garage. Easy to set 
up and take down. Sturdy; well made. Has 

feet of line Write for booklet and 
price without gation. 





Sees = 4 department which seeks out and investigates 
what is new and good in housekeeping 


elps| 


Conducted by VERA E. WELCH 





ELL, here we are just stepping 
into June, and the thoughts of 


every one of us are turned toward 
the green outdoors. Many people are plan- 
ning things for their summer cottages, to 
which they’!] be commuting just as soon as 
the children have finished school. But while 





The Coleman Table-Top range is 
suited to summer cottage use. 


you're choosing chintzes and the odd new 
piece of furniture, give a thought to that 
kitchen autocrat, the cook stove. For a 
stove can ruin a perfectly good summer 
more thoroughly even than six consecutive 


| rainy week-ends, if you'll let it. 


So if you’ve been putting up 
with an ancient cast-off that 
has developed a thousand little 
ways of annoying you, it will 
be worth your while to invest 
in a new one this year. 

In cases where the summer 


from town, an electric or gas 
stove is out of the question. 
But that need prove no draw- 
back to perfect cooking. Results are just as 


And the method is quick, convenient and 
clean. All the new Coleman stoves are 
equipped with the new Coleman Instant- 
Gas feature; which, coming down to essen- 





After all, there’s no reason why one 
shouldn’t be as comfortably equipped in 
summer as in winter, for it’s next door to 
impossible to feed a young, energetic family 
on salads for three months. So I say again: | 
when you consider chintzes, give a thought 
to stoves, too. 


HAYE you ever heard of using paper for 
dusting? It doesn’t sound feasible, 
does it? And yet there is a paper sold for 
just this purpose—and a very excellent 
thing it is, too. ‘“‘Wonder Paper” is made 
from soft rags and pulp and is treated with | 
a high-grade furniture polish so that it can 

be used on the finest finish. It is sold in 

sheets ready to use, and when you dust with 

it you simply crumple it into a soft pad. 

It will clean and polish as well as dust, and 

after it has been used on the furniture and 

woodwork, the soiled paper can be used for 

the grate or stove. 

To me the great advantage of ‘‘Wonder 
Paper”’ is that it can be thrown away with- 
out a qualm after it has lived its useful life, 
instead of being hoarded with a lot of soiled 
cloths or carefully washed. There’s always | 
another sheet to take its place; and its 
convenience, and the fact that it saves the 
use of furniture oil, make it an economical 
investment. 

“Wonder Paper,”’ incidentally, is made 
by Appleford Paper Products Limited, the 
same people who make the 
unique vegetable parchment I 
mentioned last month. You 
remember the parchment that, 
like waterless cookery, retains 
the full flavor and nutritive 
qualities of foods cooked in it? 
Well, an error was made in the 
name of this parchment in last 
month’s article. The correct 
name is Canapar, and this can | 
be obtained at almost any 
grocery store in Canada. 


F YOU'RE staying at home this summer, | 
you may be thinking of investing in an | 
electric refrigerator. There’s nothing like 
one for all-year-round comfort. The refrig- | 
erator illustrated at the bottom of the page 
is the “Mayflower,” which is now being 
made in Canada. The manufacturers have 
incorporated into its design and construction 
the best and newest features of efficiency, 





10 YEARS IN _ ADVANCE 


The New No Wringer 
EASY WASHE 


EASY WASHING MACHINE CO.Limiveo ff 
ToRonTo 





THE EXPIRATION 
NOTICE 


The notification from The Chatelaine 
of the approaching expiration of your sub- 
scription is sent out well in advance. This 
is so that there will be no need of your being 
disappointed by the missing of a single issue. 

The demand for copies to fill new orders 
is so great that, despite our constantly 
increased pressrun, we seldom have any 
copies left for mailing to subscribers who 
are even one issue in arrears. 

Subscribers receiving the “expiration” 
notice are reminded of the importance of 
sending in their renewal order promptly. 


"POW SWEEL 
_ SAScrals WAGE 


PORCELAIN 
ENAMELLED TUB 


ECONOMICAL 
TO BUY AND OPERATE 


BEAUTY 
PLUS EFFICIENCY 


DOWSWELL L€ES & CO.L 
HAMILTON ONTARIO 





CHATELAINE 


DOWSWELL, LEES | tial facts, means that they will begin to cook 

& CO. LTD. immediately a valve is turned and a match 

ann “smam (iS applied to the burners. Hitherto, you 
| know, the delay occasioned by preliminary 


| heating up has been a serious disadvantage 
| to oil-cooking, but now that this has been 





PATTERNS 


cleanliness and appearance. 





Lawrasons 
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Cleans 
Pots & 
oF ae 


wiarweed Sinks. Bath Tubs, 
peckeges for a ; 
rubber apron HOTEY a hea ole) ay 


overcome, this method ranks with natural 


gas cooking for efficiency and convenience. 

Working in conjunction with the Instant- 
Gas feature on the Coleman stoves is the 
new safety lock which prevents flooding. 
Just a quarter turn of the safety valve 
before lighting, and there is no chance of 
overloading the burner with fuel. The small 
circle shows how the valve is situated. 

This new combination of speed and safety 
features is contained in every new Coleman 
stove model. The one shown on this page is 
interesting for summer cottage use because 
it affords extra table space when the cover 
is down; handy in a limited working area. 

There are other attractive features about 
it, too. It contains a unique In-a-Drawer 
broiler that slides in and out at a touch. 
The turn of an elevator knob raises or lowers 
the broiler pan to any desired position. 
Then it also has a service cabinet and an 
insulated oven with heat indicator. The 
Table-Top range is porcelain finished in 
cream and green, with cooking-top grates of 
black porcelain enamel. 





The Mayflower, an attractive new 
addition to Canadian-made 
refrigerators. 








Have you seen the new 
patterns on pages 68, 
69, 70 and 71 of this 


issue ? 


ALL METAL 
Androck WINDOW SCREENS 


The metal frames will not swell, 
shrink, split or rot. 
ALWAYS SLIDE FREELY 


ASK FOR ANDROCK 
THE SUPERIOR SCREEN 


ANDREWS WIRE WORKS OF 
CANADA LTD. 
Watford Ontario 
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NANCY: 
“4 through my 
dishes... how 
do you get 
finished 


so soon?” 


ELAINE: 

“I guess you 
don’t know 
about Lux. |) 
It works twicell 1 EF 
as fast ... and, my dear, it’s 


simply grand for your hands!” 


TURN YOUR 
DISHWASHING INTO 
BEAUTY CARE 


while you wash dishes faster 


OTS OF WIVES are washing dishes | 


these days — it’s so expensive to 
bother with maids. But these clever 


women never let their hands get that | 


“housework look.” Lux gives them 
beauty care right in the dishpan. 


So many soaps— cakes, powders, 
chips — contain harmful alkali which 
dries up the beautifying oils of the 
skin. Gentle Lux protects these natural 
oils—leaves your hands actually softer 


and whiter after doing dishes than | 


before! 


And the 1 sheer Lux diamonds 
work so quickly. They dissolve twice 


as fast. And they are so economical. 
Use: Lux for all your dishes — it costs | 
less than ic a day! 





LUX for dishes 


Lovely hands for less 
than Ic a day 


Lever Brothers Limited, Toronto 
Soapmakers by appointment to their Excellencies 
the Governor-General and Countess of Bessborovgh 


e 4 » “I’m only half | time payments accordingly. 


“Dollar down—and a dollar a week” 


Continued from page 28 


met throughout the year and arrange our 
A friend of 
mine, who is credit manager for one of the 
big furniture stores, told me that as a gen- 
eral rule, for salaries ranging from $125 to 
$250 per month, from an eighth to a sixth 
| of the monthly salary can be safely used for 
installment buying. For example, if a man 
makes $175 per month, he should be able to 
handle payments up to approximately $30.” 

“That seems reasonable,” said Wally. 
“But suppose a chap breaks a leg, and has to 
‘lay off for a couple of months and can’t 

make the payments, the company will 
repossess the goods and he loses everything 
he has paid in.” 

Jack smiled tolerantly. ‘‘The companies 
| are not so hard-boiled as you seem to think, 
| Wally. One of the boys in our department 
| bought some furniture on deferred pay- 
|ments. He was obliged, due to illness, to 
| take nine or ten weeks off. What did the 
|}company do? It would have been poor 
| business on their part to seize the goods, so 
| they arranged for two of the payments to be 
| postponed and added on at the end of the 
| time stipulated for the last payment. More- 
| over, I understand that is the general prac- 

tice.”’ 

“Thank you, Mary,” smiled Joan as she 
accepted a chocolate; then turning to her 
husband she said, ‘That is surely fair 
enough, isn’t it, Wally?” 

“Of course, the company wouldn’t be 

likely to postpone such payments indefi- 


' |nitely, would they?’’ he asked. ‘‘For 


| instance, take the case of a fellow being 
en OF S..-. * 

Jack leaned back in his chair and reflected 
for a moment. ‘No, and I don’t think it 
would be fair to expect them to take care 
of every contingency,” he observed. ‘After 
all, a time payment contract is a business 
proposition and should be regarded as such. 
If a man is not reasonably sure that his job 
is going to be secure, he had better not take 
on any obligations for the time being. The 
|same may be said of the possibility of a 
| salary cut.” 


ARY, who had been content to listen 
up to this point, now turned to Joan 
land said, “Another thing that we learned 
was to buy only one article at a time, unless, 
of course, the total amount of the payments 
| was small, and then we found it helpful to 
consolidate our payments by having them 
| all with one firm.” 
| “That’s true,” affirmed Jack. “A great 
deal of grief comes from over buying. It is 
easy to do so if dealing with several stores 
at one time. It is a splendid idea also to 
take the salesman or credit manager into 
complete confidence and get his advice as 
to the best way of arranging the balance of 
|the payments. They are glad to do that, 
and they have the experience. It’s impor- 

tant for them to have their customers well 
satisfied.” 

“Oh, yes, I can see that,” replied Wally 
|as he helped himself to another cigarette. 
“That’s good business on their part. But 
after all, don’t you really think that the 
cash system is more sound?” 


“Well, Wally,” interjected Mary, “if we 
| had saved the cash to pay for my electric 
| washing machine, I would have had to do 

my washing by hand for a whole year longer, 
or pay for having it done by the laundry. 
Just think what it means for a woman to be 
saved fifty-two drudging Mondays over the 
washboard.” Mary rose from her chair. 
“Of course,”’ she continued, ‘we don’t buy 
everything on time payments, by any means. 
We use the plan only when it suits our 
| purpose. There are many things I wouldn't 
| think of buying that way. For example, I 
| don’t think I would care to buy my clothes 
‘on installments, although I know several 





people who do. But excuse me while 
the coffee and doughnuts.” 


“I’m going to help you,” said Joanna, as | 


she followed Mary to the kitchen. “I think 
you have almost converted my husband,” 
she whispered to Mary when they were out 
of earshot. 

Mary replied with a ripple of laughter. 
“Just leave it to me,”’ she said. ‘‘You havea 
wonderful man, Joanna—just one or two 
old-fashioned ideas.”’ 


ALLY turned to Jack with a grin, 
“Well, you folks certainly seem sold 
on this idea of ‘a dollar down and a dollar 
a week.’ I must confess you have given me 
some new ideas. I have never gone into the 
matter very thoroughly. But there is one 
thing I do object to, and that is the high 
cost of time financing. Why, I paid $85 
more for my car on deferred payments than 
if I had paid cash. It seems unreasonable.” 
“I’m glad you brought that up, Wally, 
but here is the coffee,”” said Jack, as Mary 
and Joan re-entered the room. 

Mary deposited the tray on the table. 
“Now,” she said, brightly, ‘‘can you stop 
your argument long enough to have some 
coffee? One lump or two, Wally?” 

Jack stirred his coffee as he resumed. 
“You see, Wally, the finance charge is not 
interest. It represents service, and is dis- 
tributed over a number of items, including 
taxes, insurance, cost of money, collection 
expense, accounting, and so on.” 

Wally nodded as he passed his cup for 
more coffee. ‘“‘Well,’”’ he said slowly, ‘you 
have ‘almost convinced me that it maybe 
good business to buy things that are urgently 
needed on time. If I had known all this 
before we bought our car, we surely could 
have escaped a lot of grief.” 

Jack reached for the sugar. “Of course,” 
he continued, if we haven’t the ready cash 
and can conveniently postpone buying, we 
do so. Other things being equal I prefer to 
pay cash, and so does Mary. But if it 
means losing the use of something that will 
make the work easier, we do not hesitate to 
use the deferred payment plan, not neglect- 
ing to take every precaution against getting | 
into difficulties.” 

“No, thanks,” smiled Joan, as Mary | 
reached for her cup. ‘It seems to me,” she 
resumed thoughtfully, “that, after all, it's | 
just a matter of common sense. If we would | 
just sit down and figure things out from 
our budget when we want to buy something, 
study it from every angle, and make sure 
that some unforeseen emergency can’t bob 
up and complicate things, why, we shouldn't 
have any trouble at all.’”’ 

Wally turned to Jack with a broad smile. 

“Well, old man, you've surely opened my 
eyes; given me some food for thought. The 
first thing I’m going to do is to open up a 
cash account at the bank right away for 
emergencies. Then I know a young fellow 
who’s going to get an order for a vacuum 
cleaner.” 

“Wally!” Joan gripped his arm tightly. 

“But there are a number of things I 
want to go into,”” he remarked. “I'd cer- 
tainly appreciate a little more of your time, 
Jack, if it won’t be too much trouble. Your 
ideas have impressed me, and I’m very 
grateful.” 

“Not at ali, Wally; not at all,” Jack 
grinned. “The pleasure’s all ours. Glad to 
have you over any time, aren’t we, Mary?” 

Mary smiled, flashing a glance of under- 
standing at Joan. 

“Well, time to go, Joan,” Wally said. 

A soft sky was studded with glistening 
stars as the Brookes reached their car, and 
Joan snuggled closely to her husband’s side 
as his foot struck the starter. 

Wally hummed cheerfully. Somehow it 
reminded her of Mrs. Cameron’s efficient 
vacuum cleaner. 
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TRADE MARK 
PETROLEUM JELLY 


nor ““Vaseline’’ Petroleum Jelly 
handy all the time. . . for quick treat- 
ment of cuts, burns, bumps. It keeps 
the sore spot clean, promotes healthy 
new tissue growth, helps prevent scars. 

Forestall trouble by having your 
medicine chest well stocked with 
“Vaseline’’ Jelly. 

Refuse imitations. Insist on the 
genuine. Look for the trade mark 
Vaseline on every tube or jar that you 
buy. At all Drug Stores. 


made In Quebec by CHESEBROUGH 
Mfg. Co., Cons‘d., Chabot Ave., Montreal 





Before Camp or Vacation 
Mark All Your Clothes With 
CASH'S NAMES 
















Personal belongings, wearables, 
linen, must be marked when you're 
away. CASH'S NAMES are the 
neat, safe, economical method 
Made to your individual order. 
Now obtainable woven on coloured 
grounds at regular 
prices — ask about 
CASH'S COLOUR 
ASSORTMENT 

SPECIAL! For 
limited time — an 
[XTRA DOZEN 
FREE with every or- 
der See your dealer or 

write us 

PETS Bet) TRIAL OFFER: Send 


10¢. for one dozen of your 
own first name 


J. &. J. CASH, INC. 
152 GRIER ST. 
BELLEVILLE, ONT. 
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“I LOVE YOU” 
he told this blonde 


HOUGH men fall in love more easily with 

blondes than with brunettes, tests show that 
blondes who have dull, faded-looking hair do 
not appeal to men nearly as much as when 
the hair is radiant, golden and young-looking. 
BLONDEX, an amazing special shampoo, gives 
streaky lifeless hair the lustrous golden sheen 
men adore and other women envy. BLONDEX 
contains no dye, no harmful chemicals. Is re- 
markably beneficial to both hair and scalp. Try 
it today, and see how much lovelier it makes 
your hair with wavy, silky softness and radiant 
golden lights! At all drugand department storea. 
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Tet is what your guests will 
say if you make your salads with 
Halls Boneless Chicken. 


With Halls Boneless Chicken on 
hand, you can prepare a delectable 
salad in a few minutes notice and 
assure the success of your bridge, your 
lunch or your impromptu party. 


Halls Products also include Concen- 
trated Chicken Broth, Noodles and 
Chicken, Sliced Turkey Breast, Turkey 
Sandwich Spread, Chicken Sandwich 
Spread. 


Ask your Grocer Me 
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SUPPER DISHES —by M. Frances Hucks 


Place On The Menu. 
| 


FTEN when the warm weather comes 
and it is so pleasant out of doors, 
supper-time comes upon us before we know 
‘it, and nothing has been done to prepare 
for the meal. Or often in the summer we 
may hanker for something different for 
| supper, or wish that we could think of a 
: 
new way to serve an old dish. . 

A can of meat or fish is the answer to 
| Many a supper problem either in hot weather 
| Or cold. These foods lend themselves 

admirably to attractive arrangement or 
| interesting variation. A particularly tempt- 
ing platter can be made ready in a jiffy 
with canned corned beef which you slip 
into the ice box at noon to chill and make 
| it easy to slice. 

| Canned chicken will provide the necessary 
|touch at the company supper, or revive 
| interest in food when the hot weather or 
| too much exercise makes the family rather 
| “finicky.” Jellied in a savory jelly it can 
be made early and easily from a can of 
| chicken soup, a little gelatine, the diced 
| contents of a can of chicken, all of which 
|are present on the pantry shelf, and such 
additions as celery, canned peas, green 
| peppers, chopped almonds or whatever else 
| you may prefer. Here is a recipe that serves 
four persons and that may be varied to suit 


> Cw. Se 6S US G | any taste: 








You Can Be Always Well 


Write for free booklet, “HOW TO KEEP 
WELL” and other literature, also sample 
of Roman Meal and Kofy-sub, the new 
alkaline beverage, to 
ROBT. G. JACKSON, M.D., 
516 Vine Ave., Toronto 9, Ont. 








| Preferred by all good cooks 


BENSONS 
CORN STARCH 






NCE finished 
with Hawes’ 
your floors will need only 
an occasional “touching 
up” to keep them glowing. 
Insist on Hawes’ Floor 
Wax and cut your floor 
polishing task 
in half, 


“Preferred in 

Fine Homes 

for Many 
ears.” Bi 
















| 114 Cupfuls of diced canned 
chicken 
34 Cupful of diced celery 
2 Tablespoonfuls of chopped 


| green pepper, or 
6 or 8 Sliced stuffed olives 

2 Teaspoonfuls of gelatine 

1 Cupful of strained chicken 
soup 


Mix the chicken, celery and green pepper 
or siiced olives. Add a little of the cold 
|soup to the gelatine and let stand for five 


— minutes, then add the remainder of the 


| soup which has been heated to boiling 
|point. Stir until dissolved, cool and add 
‘the first mixture. Turn into molds and chill. 

Serve unmolded on a bed of lettuce or 
| watercress with mayonnaise which has been 
| mixed with an equal amount of whipped 
| cream, 

Celery and radishes and a plateful of 
|crisp wafers spread with cream cheese 
| complete as tasty a main course as anyone 
| could wish and almost all of it ready to use 

without long preparation. 
| Fish, too, are extremely adaptable. Take 
sardines, for instance. Many like them 
' just as they are, with a dash of lemon and 
plenty of bread and butter. But they make 
| very savory salads. This is the way we 
| prepare a main dish salad with sardines: 
| 
4 Cupfuls of diced cooked 
potatoes 
1 Small onion, or sliced green 
onions 
1 Medium green pepper 
2 Hard-cooked eggs 
14 Cupful of boiled salad 
dressing 
Salt, pepper and paprika 
to taste 
1 or 2 Cans of sardines 
Sliced tomatoes 
Lettuce and lemon sections 


Chop the onion and green pepper very | 
fine and mix with the potatoes. Add the | 
chopped hard-cooked eggs and mix in the | 
salad dressing and the seasonings. Arrange | 
crisp lettuce on individual salad plates and 
put a mound of potato salad in the centre. 
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At each side place a slice of tomato and on | ~— 


each slice lay several sardines. Garnish 
with lemon slices and parsley and serve | 
with mayonnaise. | 

If you choose a light vegetable salad for | 
your main course, a very fitting beginning | 
would be a can of soup. | 

When you plan to use up left-overs for 
the evening meal, you will appreciate the 
savory sauces, the seasonings and other 
prepared products that turn left-overs into 
tasty treats. Tomato sauce will do this 
admirably, when meat or fish and many of 
the vegetables make their second appear- 
ance on the table. The pantry shelf supplies 
the materials for two types of this sauce. 
You may open a can of tomato soup, dilute 
it to the consistency you desire, season it 
with salt and pepper and a dash of 
Worcestershire sauce and heat. Or you 
may use this recipe: 


2 Cupfuls of canned tomato 
juice 
1 Small onion, sliced 
1 Piece of bay leaf 
14 Teaspoonful or more of salt 
Dash of celery salt 
3 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
3 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
Worcestershire sauce 





Put the tomato juice, onion, bay leaf 
and seasonings in a saucepan and heat to 
boiling. Melt the butter, blend in the flour 
and add the hot, strained tomato juice. 
Cook, stirring constantly until thickened. 
Remove from the heat and add Worcester- | 
shire sauce to taste. This is ideal with meat | 
balls, loaves, or croquettes, with ramekins 
of fish or fish cakes, with vegetable cro- | 
quettes and many casserole dishes. Careful | 
seasoning will turn any of these left-over | 
dishes into very savory and popular ones. | 
Browned hash is one of the easiest to prepare | 
and uses up several left-overs. Here is a| 
recipe: 





114 Cupfuls of minced cooked 
meat 
11% Cupfuls of mashed 
potatoes 
1 Teaspoonful of grated 
onion 
1 Teaspoonful of prepared 
horseradish 
1 Egg 
Left-over soup or gravy 
or canned tomato juice 
Salt and pepper | 


Mix the meat and potatoes, add the 
onion, horseradish and the beaten egg. Add 
enough liquid to make a mixture that will 
pack, and season to taste. Melt half a 
tablespoonful of dripping in the frying pan | 
and spread the mixture evenly. Cook over 
low heat so that the hash browns evenly. 
When heated through and nicely browned, 
fold over like an omelet and turn on to a 
warm platter. Serve with tomato sauce, 
tomato catsup or chili sauce and a garnish 
of parsley. 
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One individual 
mould given 
with each 


Special Carton of 


McLAREN’S 
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The white chicken meat 
of chowe young haddies 
Sea-shore cooked sea 
shore canned. Ready to 
Send tor recipe 


CONNORS BROS. LTO. 
BLACK’S HARBOUR. A 8 
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New 





in Simple 
Recipes 


IVE a“party” touch by 

adding luscious coco- 
nut to your favourite cakes 
and pies. That’s how more 
housewives every day are 
making simple, easy recipes 
so much more tempting. 


You'll be delighted with the 
Way coconut appeals to your 
family. Easy to use, too. 
For Baker’s brings you the 
finest coconut all ready for 
use, always deliciously 
fresh. Made in Canada from 
fresh coconuts in three 
styles: Baker’s Southern 
Style in tins—Baker’s Pre- 
mium Shred in packages — 
Baker’s Snowdrift by the 


ound, 
: a 


COCONUT LAYER CAKE 


(3 eggs) 
2 cups sifted Swans Down Cake Flour 
teaspoons baking powder 
% teas salt 
% cup butter or other shortening 


1 cup 
3 egg yous, well beaten 
¥% cup milk 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

3 egg whites, stiffly beaten 

1 can Baker’s Coconut, Southern Style, 
Sift flour onte, measure, add baking powder 
and salt, and sift together three times. Cream 
butter thoroughly, add sugar ually, and 
cream together until _ and fluffy. Add 
egg yolks; then flour, alternately with milk, 
a small amount at a time. Beat after each 
addition until smooth. Add vanilla and fold 
in egg whites. Bake in two greased 9-inch 
layer pans in moderate oven (375° F.) 25 
to 30 minutes. Double recipe to make three 
10-inch layers. Spread frosting between lay- 
ers and on top and sides of cake. Sprinkle 
each layer and outside of cake with coconut 
while ing is still soft. 






Write for free recipe 
book to Consumer 
Service Dept., Gen- 
eral Foods, Limited, 
Cobourg, Ontario. 
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The Mechanical Refrigerator 


Continued from page 25 


the wall, making it possible to reduce the 
outside measurement of the refrigerating 
| unit without cutting down the space of the 
food compartments. This is an advantage 
{in the small kitchen—sometimes in the 
| larger one. 

Porcelain is the ideal lining on account 
of its ease of cleaning and serving ability. 
Two or three coats of the material are fused 
on rust-proof metal panels by spraying and 

| baking in extremely hot ovens with tem- 
perature and time carefully regulated. Out- 
|side surfaces are, in the more expensive 
|models, treated in the same manner to 
| produce a finish which will wear a lifetime. 
| = . . . 
Other finishes which also give good service 
are used on lower-priced machines. 

All the standard and well-established 
makes of mechanical refrigerators on the 
market are built according to sound refrig- 
eration principles. Many features are 
common to the various types, and additional 

























Mechanical units in the line for examination 
after assembly. 


refinements offering greater convenience and 
new possibilities in food storage and service 
are peculiar to certain models. The tem- 
perature control device, conveniently 
located, has won enthusiastic approval from 
all housekeepers as it allows fast freezing 
of ice cubes, desserts and other dishes. The 
degree of cold desired is regulated by the 
simplest adjustment and the faithful mech- 
anism instantly responds. Some cabinets 
contain a special storage space roomy 
enough to hold many foods requiring a 
temperature just above freezing, and making 
it practical to keep a supply of ice, frozen 
fish, ice cream and the like for future use, 
A covered container for salad ingredients is 
standard equipment in some models and 
gives excellent satisfaction. It not only 
preserves the delightful freshness of many 
greens but will even revive and restore them 
to their original crispness. Ample arrange- 
ment is usually made to accommodate milk 


| bottles, and tall containers and commodious 
trays, well designed and sturdy, provide the 
| maximum of space for a wide variety of 


foods. A rubber tray allows the easy removal 


| of ice cubes and is only one of the many little 


extras which thoughtful manufacturers have 
provided for the housekeeper’s convenience. 
Rubber fittings on shelf supports eliminate 
noise, and rubber gaskets on doors act as a 


seal to prevent the entrance of outside heat. | 
Strong rigid construction is necessary for 
long life; a well-made cabinet with tightly 
fitting, balanced door is desirable from the 
standpoint of wear and convenience. Size 
is an important consideration. There should 
be ample space to accommodate, without 
overcrowding, the food supply for your 
family and to take care of the extra demands 
made on it when entertaining. The cost of 
operating a large refrigerator is very little 
more than for a small one, and though the 
price is higher, it is often the wisest choice. 
Make some enquiries about the insulation 
and be sure it is efficient. Get some ‘‘inside 
information” by examining the lining to see 
that it is smooth, hard and seamless with 
the rounded corners which make for ease of 
cleaning. Take stock of the special features 
and refinements which the machine offers, 
and consider them in relation to your house- | 
keeping. Appearance counts, and you will 
find pleasing designs, good finish and beau- 
tiful fittings which combine to make a 
refrigerator to grace your kitchen. 
When your new purchase has been 
installed, follow the manufacturer’s direc- 
tions for its care. Defrost at the right times | 
and oil when necessary. 
The proper placement of food is impor- | 
tant if you are to get the best service from 
your refrigerator. Milk, cream, meat broths 
and the like are most perishable and should 
be placed in the coldest part, directly under | 
the freezing coils. Other foods should be 
placed in their proper location and in such a | 
way that the circulation of air is not inter- 
fered with. Do not open the door more than 
necessary, and do not leave it standing open | 
if you want to keep your operating cost as | 
low as possible. An electric refrigerator | 
allows you to keep perishable food in good | 
conditien for a considerable time. It pre- 
vents waste and frequently allows you to 





Inspectors check daily all instruments used in | 
testing refrigerator parts. Photos by courtesy | 
of Frigidaire Company of Canada. 


buy ahead, taking advantage of sales and | 
low week-end prices. It helps to safeguard 
the health of your family and opens up to 
you a new vista of delicious and appetizing | 
dishes to add interest and enjoyment to 
your menus, 


Making the Community Garden 


Continued from page 59 


fill beds in community parks, at street 
intersections, where soil areas exist; in the 
home garden; near civic buildings; in church 
grounds and cemeteries, which in a century 
have perhaps never been graced with a bed 
of flowers. This work costs but little, but its 
effects are marvellous. 


In some of our municipalities, women’s 
organizations have taken an interest in 
the beautification of school grounds and, in 
cases in connection with this, the creation 
of children’s gardens. It is also true that 
working on committees with men much 
good work has been accomplished. 











HIS IS THE NEW 
APPLEFORD 
Wonder Paper 


It dusts-as it cleans-as it polishes 


Crumple up a sheet into a soft wad, and, 
without any hard rubbing, you can puta 
brilliant polish on furniture, woodwork, 
floors, very quickly. Wonder Paper is 
economical. You use both sides; then 
throw it away. No bother at all. 


Wonder Paper is made from clean rags 
and soft paper pulp, impregnated with 
high-grade furniture polish. Comes in 
handy size packages, 25c. for 25 sheets, 
each as large as a duster. 


Fish and Vegetables give off 
no odor when sealed in 


LANAVAR 2%. 


Seal up fish or vegetables in Canapar. 
Result—better flavour, more nourish- 
ment, no odors in the house, less fuel 
used. Buy a large envelope for 25c. 
Learn for yourself what a wonderful 
cooking help Canapar is. 


If your dealer hasn't Wonder Paper and 
Canapar, send his name and soc. for a full 
size package of each, with a free copy of 
““Left-Overs", a book of 100 new recipes. 
Address Department C. 


loford paren, pagoucrs 
HAMILTON — ONTARIO 


Makers of the famous PARA-SANI Heavy 
Waxed Paper in the Green Box 


YOUR SEWING MACHINE 


Is it newly oiled and ready to dig into that 
pile of sewing It pays to have it regularly 


overhauled, just as you do your car The 


Chatelaine Vattern Service has a_ specially 


selected showing of new styles on 


Pages 68-71 


of this issue There are patterns for your 
children and for yourself diet the sewing 
machine into working order 





CHILDREN 
THRIVE 
ON nf 


COUPON 


Canadian Milk Products Limited, 
115 George St., Toronto 


Please send me free booklet ” Your 
Child's Health.” 
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Four Frocks Which Prove that Quality and 
Economy Make Style 


Price 15 cents 


No. 8267--The tied yoke and full sleeves are dis- 

tinctly new and very smart. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 

40 inches. Size 36 requires 414 yards of 39-inch 
material. 


No. 8313-—-There’s always the need of a light-weight 

wool frock in the summer wardrobe. Sizes 34, 36, 

38, 40 and 42 inches. Size 36 requires 314 yards of 
39-inch material. 


No. 540-—-Navy blue with red and white polka 

dots is effective in rajah or silk crépe. Sizes 34, 36, 

38, 40 and 42 inches. Size 36 requires 314 yards of 
39-inch material. 


No. 8393—Short kimono sleeves slit to the shoulder 

add to the charm of this frock. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 

and 40 inches. Size 36 requires 23g and % yards of 
35-inch material. 











OREN Tiss 


Poe eee ay 


8054 


No. 8362—Shoulder buttons give a 
sophisticated touch to this wee bloomer- 
frock. Sizes 2, 4 and 6 years. Size 4 
requires 234 yards of 35-inch material. 


No. 8397—A delightfully youthful frock 
in voile or dotted muslin for the teen age 
girl. Sizes 10, 12, 14 and 16 years. Size 
14 requires 21% yards of 39-inch material. 


No. 116—Mother or older sister chooses 
graceful, slenderizing lines. Sizes 34, 36, 
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches. Size 36 requires 
41% yards of 39-inch material. 








8397 


A Chatelaine Pattern for Every Member of the Family 


No. 8219—A trim little play frock uses 

inverted pleats with charming effect. Sizes 

6, 8, 10 and 12 years. Size 8 requires 214 
yards of 39-inch material. 


No. 8054—Pleated frills for the infant heir. 

Sizes 2, 4 and 6 years. Size 4 requires 7% 

yard for trousers and 11% yards for blouse, 
both 39-inch material. 


Price 15 cents 
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No. 8399—A smart double- 
breasted jacket accompanies this 
frock. Sizes 32, 34, 36 and 38 
inches. Size 34 requires 27% 
yards of 39-inch material for 
frock, and 11'% yards of 54-inch 
material for jacket. 


No. 628 
jabot collar are flattering fea- 
tures. Sizes 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 
and 46 inches. Size 36 requires 
31% yards of 39-inch material. 


Pointed yoke and 


~» 


\ 
FOUR PRET TY SUMMER STYLES 


To Help You Plan Your 


Vacation 


Price 15 cents 
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No. 8385—These lounging 

pyjamas are designed along 

graceful Grecian lines. Sizes 

30, 32, 34, 36 and 38 inches. 

Size 34 requires 334 yards of 

39-inch material, with 2 yards 
of contrasting. 





No. 8239—For the very special 

afternoon, this piquant frock of 

flowered chiffon. Sizes 32, 34, 

36, 38 and 40 inches. Size 34 

requires 314 yards of 39-inch 
material. 
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No. 8229—Chiffon, lace or crépe 

de Chine would be charming for 

this afternoon ensemble. Sizes 

32, 34, 36, 38 and 40 inches. 

Size 36 requires 5 yards of 39- 
inch material. 


No. 8369—Trim and cool in 
linen, rajah or feather-weight 
wool. Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
42 inches. Size 36 requires 41 
yards of 39-inch material. 


8369 


the Pattern 


Price 15 cents 


8396 


PARIS INSPIRES THE MODE 


And Canada Makes 


No. 8396—A dainty little frock 
for a printed cotton or silk. 
Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 
inches. Size 36 requires 314 
yards of 39-inch material. 


No. 678—Delightfully youthful 
is this sleeveless frock and Eton 
jacket. Sizes 10, 12, 14, 16 and 
18 years. Size 14 requires 3 
yards of 39-inch material. 
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“WELL, GEORGE, 

| WE CERTAINLY 

DECIDED RIGHT 
THIS TIME.” 


“| SHOULD SAY SO. 
A BIG, POWERFUL 


McLAUGHLIN - BUICK 


SEDAN, AND 
ONLY *1405)” 





Five-Passenger Sedan .. . $1405, at factory, Oshawa, government taxes extra. 


Eight of the thirty-one luxurious 
McLaughlin-Buick models for 1932 
are priced from $1325 to $1625, at 
factory, Oshawa, government taxes 
extra—the lowest base price at which any McLaugh- 
lin-Buick Eight or Six has ever been sold. They 
are big, roomy, powerful cars —- McLAUGHLIN- 





DEALER IS 





McLAUGHLIN - BUICK 





YOUR NEAREST 


LISTED 


BUICKS all the way through. With Wizard Con- 
trol, including Automatic Clutch, Controlled Free 
Wheeling and Silent-Second Syncro-Mesh transmis- 
sion. With superbly styled bodies by Fisher, new 
and more brilliant Valve-in-Head Straight Eight 
Engine and Torque Tube Drive. They possess 
that extra value which causes motorists to award 
UNDER PRODUCTS” IN THE 


‘GENERAL MOTORS 














McLaughlin-Buick three times as many sales as any 
other Eight in its class, People who formerly 
owned smaller cars are now turning to these fine 
McLaughlin-Buick Eights, available on extremely 
liberal GMAC terms. Visit your nearest McLaugh- 
lin-Buick dealer and find out for yourself how easy 
it is to own one of these great Canadian-built cars. 
CLASSIFIED SECTION OF 


YOUR TELEPHONE DIRECTORY 
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GET SCISSORS AND PASTE 
TO BUILD ROSE COTTAGE 


Designed by Jean Wylie 
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Instructions for buildin on page 73 
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Paffed ! twice-crisped- 


now more delicious than ever 


Voted “first choice” by children everywhere .. . now Puffed 


Grains have been made twice as crisp...twice as delicious 


IRED of coaxing children to eat cereals? Then 
‘hae tempting with the new Puffed Wheat and 
Puffed Rice. Always, children prefer Puffed Grains 
above all other cereals. They chose them out of 11 
leading ready-to-serve cereals as “the cereals we like 


such freshness. Never tasted such just-baked crispness. 

Puffed Wheat is the whole wheat grains — toasted 
and crisped to perfection. Puffed Rice, the rich, 
creamy, plump rice grains. No other cereals bring you 
Nature’s health grains puffed to such complete digesti- 


















best of all.” bility. No other cereals give such substantial nourish- 
Now Puffed Grains have been made even more ment in such appetizing form. 

delicious. A new process crisps them. Then crisps Tomorrow morning, change your breakfast to the 

them again. Then hustles them piping hot into new Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice. You'll have re- 

the new Seal-Krisp package. You never tasted quests for “second helpings’ from the whole family. 


Made in Canada by THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY 


Quaker Puffed Rice and Puffed Wheat 
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Another Quaker product... 
Quaker Corn Flakes. . . more 
crisp, more delicious than any 
other, because wax wrapped and 
triple-sealed. The only corn flakes 
with the Sunshine Vitamin D. 
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C@ This Month With Out Advertisers »» 


DVERTISING presentations seem 

to grow more interesting with every 

issue we study. This month, there are so 

many dramatic examples of the best in 

modern advertising that it will be difficult 

to know where to begin—let alone know 
how to stop! 

You'll find a lot of interest in deciding 
just what is the first impression your 
mind takes on from an advertisement, and 
what the emphasis had been placed on by 
the skilful men who make the ads. Look 
at the announcement of the Canadian 
Frigidaire, for instance. Everyone knows 
this famous refrigerator, so the illustration 
is small. It’s the ‘““Canadian-made”’ that 
is important news—and see how strongly 
it has been emphasized. 

Now consider Pond’s page. The striking 
photograph of the young Englishwoman 
with her head flung against the black 
background gives one forceful impression 
—radiant beauty. Turn the page and 
consider Lysol’s presentation and use of 
another woman’s head. This time the 
most important impression is authority. 
Note how the woman doctor has been 
photographed in an impressive pose, with 
the row of books set behind her head. 
Every detail tells its story of authority. 

Turn another page and study the Odo- 
ro-no page. Here’s an entirely new 
impression given by one of the continent’s 
foremost magazine painters, in his illus- 
tration of the two girls. The main impres- 
sion, subtly suggested, is daintiness, and a 
sense of fragility in the delicate lingerie 
and beautiful frock. Personal daintiness 
is the clarion call sounded in this clever 
treatment. The delicately handled Glazo 
page is particularly clever in suggesting 
exquisiteness in color, with its introduction 
of butterflies about the slender fingers. 


oT HERE are some new friends present 
this month. For the first time this 
year, in this month of summer snapshots, 
Kodak brings a forceful color presentation, 
by showing us the large kodak itself, with 
the intriguing head, “So we made a 
smaller spool.” Everyone will instantly 
ask “‘Why?”—and the reason repays our 
interest . . . There is a double welcome 
for the glamorous figure of the William 
Rogers’ Pirate Girl. I have always had a 
particular affection for her as a dramatic 
symbol. And, swash-buckling and impu- 
dent as she may be, I’m certain that she 
feels as much of a chatelaine, as she 
studies her treasure chest of silver, as the 
blue-eyed young woman in the Chipso 
page. There’s a lot of skilful “human- 
ness” in this Chipso page—from the 
incorrigible “In-laws’’ to the matron who 
admits she’s never too old to learn. And 
there’s a good suggestion for everyone 
from the Chipso lady in her golden house- 
frock. What could be lovelier for work-a- 
day hours? 

Another definite suggestion for chate- 
laines everywhere is in the brilliantly- 
painted kitchen shown in the Bon Ami 
page. Why need we stick so solemnly, 
says Bon Ami, to tiles and squares when 
we might have tulips blossoming on our 
walls? And, when modern kitchens can 
be kept so spotless, why not cheer our- 
selves with modernistic color themes? 

I was interested in the forceful con- 
nection of the word “Better” with the 


new process “Ovenized” in the colorful 
page for Swift’s Premium hams; for here 
is a good example of the direct linking of 
an idea, with a tempting picture of the 
product. So with Campbell’s good-looking 
page—the full-colored summer vegetables 
make a strong appeal at this time of the 
year. The mind will bring back that 
picture whenever we think of Campbell's 
vegetable soup—just wait and see! 

One of the most beautiful mother and 
child photographs I have seen appears 
this month with the Borden Company's 
appeal to mothers. The lighting, the 
radiance on the mother’s face, and the 
happiness in the baby’s, have been skilfully 
handled. Every mother will react directly 
to this—as she will ta the adorable figure 
of the little girl starting the long climb 
upstairs to bed, in the page for Castoria. 
Photographs like this enrich the memory 
of all those of us who love children. 


Particularly attractive use of the 
“family appeal” has been made. Look at 
the page for Pontiac Six, with the eager 
little family making holiday plans over 
the road map. And don’t miss the practical 
suggestions in this issue for making your 
motor trip a success, given by Miss 
Hudnut who, having motored all over this 
continent, knows whereof she speaks. 
Then turn to the McLaughlin-Buick page, 
and you have another powerful family 
appeal i in the group photographed at that 
joyous moment of realization that the 
new car really “belongs.” Admirable bit 
of grouping, don’t you think? The first 
Ford advertisement this year, since the 
new eight-cylinder car, is the news of 
interest to readers, features the new car— 
but subtly suggests the holiday allure as 
well, 


* 


you "LL find many of the ads. very 
seasonal—for there’s nothing so up- 
to-the-minute as a modern advertisement. 
Let us begin with the Kroehler page, 
addressed to the thousands of June brides 
—and every woman who likes to build 
her room around a scheme she can plan 
to achieve with the passing of time. 
Brides, the new low prices in furniture, 
and the economy plans of modern women 
—all are reflected in this timely pre- 
sentation. 

Again, the pretty young wife, in the 
Zonite page, is posed against the rocky 
background of any summer lake. The 
Colgate ad. stresses its appeal with a girl 
who has been playing tennis; and Kellogg’s 
Bran Flakes are presented with a young 
mother and daughter playing golf. You'll 
find many other examples of advertising 
messages given to you in the language of 
the month, so to speak. 

There is just space for a tribute to the 
clever photography in the Cameo sta- 
tionery ad. See how, by only using the 
woman’s head in shadow, the stationery 
has been emphasized? The whole effect is 
very arresting. And do notice the atmos- 
phere of quality Salada brings to its ad., 
by its lavish use of white space. You'll 
notice that ads., like homes, are better 
when they are not too crowded. 
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SO WE MADE A SMALLER SPOOL 


More COMPACT KODAKS, 
using the prevailing spools, could not 
be built without a loss in efficiency ... 


So we designed a smaller spool, all 
metal, carrying eight exposures as 
against the former six . . . and a new, 
smaller, and more efficient Kodak to 
go with it. 


Tuis, KODAK SIX-16, is for pic- 
tures 214 x 414 inches and is hardly larger 
than former cameras for 214 x 314. Its ease 
of loading, smoothness of operation, and 
modern design are positively intriguing. 
The price, with a true Kodak Anastigmat 
lens, f.6.3, and a shutter that splits seconds 
to one one-hundredth, is $17.50. Canadian 
Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto, Ontario. 


The Kodak Six-16 is also furnished at even 

lower prices with a single or a doublet lens, 

and there is a Kodak Six-20 of the same 

design for 244 x 34 pictures. The Six-20. 

with Kodak Anastigmat equipment, is Eo 

$15.50, and with single lens as low as - 

$10.25. sae to one a 
Easy to open e.- With one motion, open seakee ne ee 
and ready for picture-taking. 


ONLY EASTMAN MAKES THE KODAK 





